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Though redolent of ev'ry flow'r 

That once p<rfum'd Hymettus' side, 

No hoarded sw-ets of Grecian store 

Did e er the Attic bee provide, 

That could a purer flavor yield, 

Than yields the comb his hive contains, 
Though cull'd from no Hesperian fields, 
But the wiid growth of Britain's plains. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Ma. CawTnoRN, having become the Proprietor of 

the volumes already printed of this elegant Work, 
proposes to complete it on the original plan. For the 
sake, therefore, of uniformity, it is his intention to 
give, in the successive Volumes, a series of Title 
Pages to cancel those of the preceding. 


August 7th, 1796. 
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20 LOLLIUS. 


BY JOHN HALL STEVENSON, ESQ. 
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Tuo' born in an ungenial clime, 

Where T. with brawls his tribute pays, 
Tis possible, my Lord, for Time 

To fancy these uncommon lays. 


If Shakespear ev'ry muse inspire, 
Sole sov'reign of the tuneful throng, 
Praise still is due to Cowley's lyre, 
And Gray's sweet melancholy song. 


Prior shall live with laughing eye 7 "i 
Amongst the vivid sons of Fame; 
Maids ever weep, and widows sigh, 


And burn with Eloisa's flame. 
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ODES. Ode XX XU. 


Not Sparta's queen alone has tripp'd; 

Charm'd with fine breeding and fine cloaths, 
Other fair princesses have slipp'd, 

And troubled the whole world's repose. 


Teucer 1s not the only prince 

Famous for shooting the long bow ; 
Troy has been lost before, and since, 
By cunning, with a patriot show. 


Heroes have bled, as well as Hector, 
Both for their minions and chaste wives ; 
Else how had Cromwell been Protector, 
Or Charles and Edward lost their lives? 


Pitts, with the same aspiring mind, 
In dark oblivion are gone down ; 
But they had not the luck to find 
Churchills to hand them to renown. 


ns 


Worth, undistinguish'd by applause, 
But equals sloth ; nor shall the chief 

[n livid silence guard our laws, 
Forgotten like a mouldy brief. 


Supremely wise when wisdom's wanted, 
Prudent where caution is a merit, 
Upright, inflexible, undaunted, 
Pure and enlighten'd like a spirit; 
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. Sworn enemy to falsehood base, 

5 Against corruption firm and steady, 
Nö̃t for one single heat or race, 

But always booted, always ready; 


3 You rose at Freedom's sacred call, 
. Snatch'd her from th' invading great, 
Added new trophies to her hall, 

And fix'd the Goddess in her seat 


"Tis the wise use, not the possessing 
The smiles of Fortune or of Kings, 

That can make Wealth a real blessing, 
Or take from Poverty her stings. 


That dignifies the virtuous man, 
Scorning tho' poor to flinch or falter, 

Who for his prince, or his dear clan, 
Despises the impending halter. 
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ODE XXXIV. 


TO 


MAECENAS, 


Lord Bute. 


By the Same. 


OrrsrRIx of British Kings of yore, 
To put your spirits in fine tune, 

I have some Burgundy in store, 
With roses for the tenth of June 


Quit those damp glades, nor musing mope, 
Enchanted, with your arms across, 
Fix'd like a statue on a slope, 
Or the pagoda like a Joss. 


Let not the noise of yon black city 
One moment discompose your peace; 
Look down on pomp awhile with pity, 
And let fastidious plenty cease. 


A grateful change to homely fare, 
A cot, a barn-door fowl, and mutton, 


Oft smooth the anxious face of Care, 
And Squeamishness herself turns glutton. 
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Now Phoebus rages, now the swain 
With languor drives his fainting sheep 

From the parch'd meads and sultry plain, 
To silver streams and thickets deep. 


Upon the Thames there's not a breeze, 
No zephyr with expiring breath, 

To animate those horrid trees, 
Silent and motionless as death, 


There you form all your decent plans, 
To righteousness give a new birth, 

And with your tories and your clans 
Govern the princes of the earth, 


Heav'n kindly keeps us in the dark, 
And, spight of all our fine-spun schemes, 
Laughs, when we over shoot the mark, 
Both at our fears and sanguine dreams, 


The present's all we have to heed ; 
Futurity 1s like a current, 

Now smooth and pleasant as the Tweed, 
Now dreadful like a Highland torrent; 


Tumbling with fury down the vale, 

The rocks resound, the mountains rattle ; 
Pines float along with groves of cale, 

Hats, plaids, blue bonnets, and black cattle, 
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Happy is he who lives to-day, 

Lives for himself, tis so much gain, 
Whether the next be sad or gay, 

Or the sun never rise again. 


Tis done nor can the pow'r of Fate 
Cancel or set the deed aside; 

Nor Fortune's insolence and hate, 
That loves to mortify our pride. 


Let her pursue her cruel sport, 
Past pleasures cannot be destroy d; 
She cannot, as she does at court, 
Vacate what we have once enjoy d. 


Faithful while she continues mine; 
But if she violates my bed, 
The painted harlot I resign, 
And Virtue, though unportion'd, wed. 


When the storm beats, and seas run high, 
I shall not importune with pray'rs 

The angry princes of the sky, 
To spare my curious Cyprian wares. 


Nor dup'd by Hope, like many a one, 

Stay blubbering beneath the deck; 
But, when both mast and rudder's gone, 
Take to my boat and leave the wreck. 
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ODE XXXV 


10 
DANIEL WEBB, E52. 
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By the Same. | 


— A. 4. | 


I wovLD, with all my heart and soul, 
Send ev'ry friend a golden bowl, | 
And with each bowl a purse of gold, % 
To fill the bowl and make it smile, 
And to secure the bowl awhile 
From being either pawn'd or sold. 
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To every military friend, | 4 
1 Heroic tripods I would send, MW 

Tripods fit only for brave fellows ; = 
L That is to say, crutches a pair, a 
4 And one stout leg of the same ware. A 
7 Made like the nosle of a bellows. | 


, Pictures I'd send of every school, 
: I am so generous a fool, 
With statues too, and busts for niches ; 
These I would send to none but you, 
The prince and mirror of virtũ, 
If I was master of such riches, 
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I know the prince of lyric song, 
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As to virtũ, that point's decided, 
Vou are sufficiently provided: 
All that you want of me is metre; 
Vou may have plenty at my forge, 
I need not steal, like thrifty George, 
From Paul, in order to pay Peter. 


Easy, yet elegantly strong; 
And know that Beckford's head of marble; ; 


I mean that head the sculptor made, 
That marble head will sooner fade, 
Than any songs the Muses warble. 


Your fame must fly with wings of paper, 
Be you a Wolfe, a Howe, a Draper, 
Victor at Minden or at Canna; 
Or legislator great as he, 
That led the Jews through the Red Sea, 
And pamper'd them with quails and manna. 


Great bards great favours can bestow, 
In heaven above or hell below ; _ 
They can convey you with a nod, 
From Styx, whenever they think fit, 
And call you up to heav'n by writ, 
And make you an immortal god, 
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Ode XA. ODES, | 9 
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Lollius with ZEacus may dwell, 
Minos and he may judge in hell, 
When future poets sing his worth; 
Bute may, like Enoch, be translated, 
Then made a star, and made related 
To slow Bootes of the North. 


And Sandwich, if the Muses please, 
Shall outwit Mercury with ease, 

And my Lord Duke outshine Apollo; 
And each Olympic peer outvie 
Castor, the Jockey of the sky, 

And Rigby bold beat Bacchus hollow. 
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ODE XXXVI. 


10 


ANY MINISTER, OR GREAT MAN. 


| Wi Wugruxx you lead the patriot band, 
ith Or in the class of courtiers stand, 
Or prudently prefer 


The middle course, with equal zeal 
0 To serve both king and common-weal, 
Your grace, my lord, or sir! 


6 | Know, minister! whate'er your plan, 
tit Whate'er your politics, great man, 

You must expect detraction ; 
Though of clean hand and honest heart, 
Your greatness must expect to smart 

Beneath the rod of faction. 
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Like blockheads, eager in dispute, 

The mob, that many-headed brute, 
All bark and bawl together ; 

For continental measures some, 

And some cry, Keep your troops at home,” 
And some are pleas'd with neither. 
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Lo! a militia guards the land : 
Thousands applaud your saving hand, 
And hail you their protector; 


While thousands censure and defame, 


And brand you with the hideous name 
Of state- quack and projector. 


Are active, vig*rous means prefer d 
Lord! what harangues are hourly heard 
Of wasted blood and treasure ! 
Then all for enterprize and plot, 
And, pox o' this unmeaning Scot! 
It cautious be your measure, 


Corruption's influence you despise; 

These lift your glory to the skies, 
Those pluck your glory down; 

So strangely diff'rent is the note 

Of scoundrels that have right to vote, 
And scoundrels that have none. 


Ve then who guide the car of state, 
Scorning the rabble's idle prate, 
Proceed as ye design'd; 
In rugged ways, the reins and steeds 
Alone the skilful driver heeds, 
Nor stays to cut behind. 


8 


ODE XXXVII. 


FROM 


ST. STEPHEN'S CHAPEL, 


NOVEMBER 21. 
— 


ADDRESSED TO 
THE AUTHOR OF THE MONODY. 


| ll | O BaRD! whene'er you rhyme again, 
0 In blacker tints pray dip your pen, 
is. | The Muse's aid implore : 

90 Perchance a tragic muse may stoop 

14 To sing of that heroic group, 

| 1 On t'other side the floor. 

{i 
| | i And yet—to raise their laurels higher, 
it Asks not the chord of your dull lyre, 


Touch'd by the quill of goose; 

| | 

ith But such a cord as oft you see 

f | On Hounslow's plain swung ober a tree, 
And ending in a noose. 


Tho? none (like TWITCHER) filch a purse, 
With pirates or with thieves converse, 
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Nor cut a single throat ; 
To rob three millions at a time, 
Or butcher thousands is no crime; 
Hence are our fleets afloat. 


With ev'ry brute of Noah's ark, 

Legions of human brutes embark, 
Vot'ries to sword and fire: 

May half, like Sack vILLE, prove alert, 

Like CORNWALL t'other half desert! 
From conscience not for hire. 


Young bees forsake their native hive, 
By travel—and by toils they thrive, 


With ease and plenty dwell ; 
Say, when the parent-swarm hath flown, 


Tho” rich in honey of their own, 
To plunder ev'ry cell ? 


That this be just—hear yon Scotch gang; 
Here G1BBY's and DUNDaAS's twang, 

The genius of starvation ! 
« The faulchion's edge—the cannon's thunder, 
Shall make America knock-under, 

Or ruin either nation.“ 


Sawney, bring up your corps of blacks, 
Set oliv'd Indians on their backs, 
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14 ODES, Ode XXXV/H1, 
| 
The Russ beat out their brains 
The Switzer too shall leave his Alps, 
With Briton's deal for British scalps, 
The only trade remains 


ELL1s come next—thou boar of boars, 
The oldest boar within these doors ; 
Yet Inn1s 'tis agreed, 
The boar fam'd Meleager slew, 
Was a poor harmless boar to you, 
Of Caledonia's breed. 


THURLOW approach with rugged Dick, 
Both sly and sauey as Old Nick, 

Avow your Bedford-creed : 
So void of sense—so damn'd audacious, 
Hotter than that of Athanasius : 

A direful one indeed ! 


Next for a Nap—behind the clock, 
While STANLEY and the Surrey Cock 
Upon their legs appear. 
Then pause awhile, my dear Sir GRE, 
And ere you make me run away, 
This for your Master's ear: 


«© Boreas, whose bloated blust'ring jowl, 
Can urge the storm, or can controul, 


Ode XX XVII. ODES« 15 


«© Keep not so bold a sail! 
6 There's scarce a man will stand the deck; 
«© The vessel hes a perfect wreck ; 

© She'll founder in the gale!“ 
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ODE XXXVIIL 


— 


ADDRESSED TO 


LORD GEORGE GERMAIN, 


ON 
HIS APPROACHING DISSOLUTION. 


Mr Lord, to celebrate your praise, 
Your perishable fame to raise, 

And brighten SackvILLE's name 
My flowing numbers wildly great, 
Shall speak your merit—now compleat! 

Resisting more than shame. 


Alas! how callous to this wound, 

No spark of honor to be found, 
Within your canker'd heart : 

Yet still to keep your nauseous breath, 

Survive a sentence worse than death, 
Out-plays a traitor*s part ! 


Yes! History's remotest page, 
To Britons with indignant rage, 
Shall make your fame revive 
When you dissolve in crumbling dust, 
And moulded clay shall form your bust, 
Then SACKVILLE'S name shall live. 
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Ode XXNVIII. ODES. 17 


Your victories shall marble grace, b 

Your German trophies we shall trace, 
Display'd o'er Minden's plain: 

While Fame revers'd her trumpet sounds, 

Reclining honour counts her wounds, 
Departing in disdain. 


A solid, senseless form ingrate, 

In attitude of servile state, 
Shall your perfections show: 

Brisk NED your prowess shall relate, 

And CUMBERLAND shall mourn your fate, 
{ THAT MONUMENT OF WOE! 
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ODE XXXIX. 


ON SOME 


LATE PUBLICATIONS, 


ASCRIBED TO 
RICHARD CUMBERLAND, ESQ. 


Curs'p be the pen by faction sway'd, 
The tool of blind invective made, 
The foe to virtuous fame; 
That dares amongst the mean and base, 
With more than German rancour place 
Much injur'd SACKvILLE's name. 


When half America was lost, 

And timid DARTMOUTH left his post, 
He took the dang”rous lead; 

To vindicate insulted laws, 

And hazard in his country's cause, 
His fortunes and his head. 


With affluence blest, and blest with friends, 
Connected for no selfish ends, 
His happiness was home 
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— 


He knew tlie joys of private life, 
He lov'd his children and his wife, 
Nor wish'd abroad to roam. 


Already toss'd on boist*rous seas, 
His object was domestic ease ; 
Not all the smiles of court, 
Not all that lavish princes give, 
Or greedy favorites receive, 
Could tempt him out of port. 


But, by the will of adverse fate, 
When foul rebellion shook the state, 
And poison'd half the realm ; 
No luke-warm prudence cou'd control 
The patriot spirit of his soul: 
He boldly grasp'd the helm. 


He only heard his country's call, 
Ease, comfort, quiet, safety, all 
| That wisdom's thought to teach, 
” Submitted to the vast desire 
To keep the empire still entire, 

Or perish in the breach. 
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ODE XL. 


THE 


GENIUS OF BRITAIN. 


IN ALLUSION TO THE PRESENT TIMES. 
WRITTEN IN MDCCLXXV. 


WuERE roams the genius of the British Isle, 
The awful spirit of the ancient times? 
Sun- born, the child of fire, what distant climes 
Lure thy lorn steps from this thy native soil? 


Ye oaks, of everlasting growth! 
Ye black pines waving in the clouds! 
Ye mountains, red with Heaven's wrath ! | 
Ye rocks, whose heads the vapours shroud ! 
Say, have ye ye seen him ?—By his tread 
Well known, of thundering sound, 
His voice of whirlwind, and his head 
With blazing meteors crown'd. 


Say, Etna, seest thou from thy burning throne, 
Or o'er the land, or o'er the wide-spread seas, 
The path or shadow of a son free-born ? 
Or hearest thou around thy triple zone, 
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Or in the scorching beam, or sea-born breeze, 
Save groans of abject woe, or taunts of swelling scorn? 
Then dwells he not with thee : his sullen ear, 

Not music floating on Sicilian gales, 

His eye, not beauty panting with desire, 
A His heart, not Ceres? mantle in the yales, 
is soul, not Bacchus rob'd with purple fire, 


One moment can detain to thraldom near, | 
1 The sickly child of sloth, and pale unmanly fear. 


O mountain Appenine! and distant thou, 
The fairest and the tallest of the plain, 
That near Olympian Pisa wreath'dst thy brow 
2 With laurels won beneath thy fair domain, 
A Howe'er thou'rt call'd And thou of surer name, 
0 That near the haunted stream, 
Inspir*dst the poet's dream! 
And northern ye, that, like a chain, 
Bind in Epirus? golden plain! | 
Ceraunian mountains, thunder scarr'd ! 
And ye that like a rampart stood, 
Link'd in holy bratherhood, 
And saw the routed Persian host, 
Their pride, their hope, their glory lost, 
When the sea-scourging Xerxes dar'd, 
In thought, but vainly dar'd to yoke the Grecian fame! 


Alas, the days that ye have seen 
Are now as if they ne'er had been 
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O lands, rever*d of old, the gaze of all, | fg 
How vast your zenith's height, how deep your fall | 


Groveling Superstition creeps 

Thro? your vales and o'er your steeps, 
Like a black and baleful mist, 

Withering every manly pow'r, + 
Treasur'd in the patriot breast, . 

Against the great decisive hour. 


Here the mooned Prophet raves, 5 

*Midst a darken'd land of slaves; f 
There the spotted dragon flings 

Woes, desolations, deaths, from his terrific wings. 


Turn we hence the Muse disdains 
To seek her son amidst ignoble chains. 
See, she wings her rapid flight 
To the Pyrenean height: | | 
She casts her eyes, and views on either hand 3 
Two sister queens, but of a various land; FS 


Each head with fair and flow'ry garlands crown'd, A 
But ah! their feet in galling shackles bound! 
In tarnish'd state sits one forlorn, 
With wither'd bays and trophies torn; 
Buxom, blithe, and debonaire, 
Sings the other spite of care; 
Genius, science, arts and arms, 
Wait upon her careless charms; oY 
A race so bright, a land so fair, 3 
What pity Freedom dwells not there! [> 
Fa 
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Northward to the Alpine ridge 


Now she turns her lofty head; 


Instant she lights ; the massy bridge 


Shakes beneath her sounding tread. 


She asks of every hill and dale, 


If he, the son she seeks, inhabits there; 


No answer comes upon the lonely gale : 


« Alas, thy son is vainly sought for here!“ 


Onward she moves; when from Helvetia's hill 


A mournful accent strikes her troubled ear! 


Her daring archer she remembers still, 


When lo! his cloud-clad spirit ghded near. 


MUSE. 


Hast thou seen my fav*rite son, 
Once of thee so lov'd and known ? 
He who whisper'd in thine ear, 
When the arrow, wing'd with fear, 
At a tyrant's stern command 

Fled from forth thy parent hand; 
Once of thee so lov'd and known, 
Hast thou seen my favourite son? 


SPIRIT. 


In vain, alas, thy favourite son 
Of me was lov'd, of me was known! 
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Long since he fled, and left this land 2 
A slave to every slave's command: 4 
Petty tyrants rule her now, | 
And all in vain I drew the bow. 'Þ 


MUSE. 


Northward perhaps he dwells : the rigorous North 
Is still propitious to the patriot flame. 
Perhaps thine eye descry'd him passing forth, 
Perhaps thine ear retains his distant fame. 
Say, doth he wander o'er the hollow plains 
Of Dalecarlia, where he wont to stray, 
And hear amid the miner's clanking chains 
Big groans burst forth for that auspicious day, 
When he, the hero, patriot, sage, and king, 
Should raise the voice, and lift the shining spear, 
That, like a comet leaping from his sphere, 
Pointed the path to liberty amain, 
And flash'd red vengeance on the cruel Dane; 
Whereof remotest lands and latest times shall ring. 


SPIRIT. 


Alas, no more he wanders there, 

No sounds congenial catch his ear; 

No more the torch of Freedom lights 

Their weary days, their tedious nights, 
All dreary, dark, and wild! 

O land, deserted and forlorn, 

Neyer, ah never, shall return 
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Thy summer-sun: thy leaf is shed, 
Virtue and Liberty are fled, | 
The parent with the child! 9 


MUSE. 


Say, doth he walk upon the face of earth, 10 
Or lies he buried in the gulphy wave; 'Þ 
Or some enchantress frowning on his birth 2 
LTulls in her lap, or locks him in her cave? 
Time was, one touch of this resounding lyre 
ERous'd him from line to line, from pole to pole; 
Sublim'd him to the height of martial fire, 
Or soft entranc'd to peace his melting soul. 
Where sleeps he now ?—The Goddess bow'd her head, 
No answer came the cloud-clad sp'rit was fled. 
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She turn'd her steps; when from the Arctic shore 
A voice was heard across th* Atlantic roar : 
e lives! he lives!” the enraptur'd Goddess cries, 
Th hen instant springs aloft and cleaves the skies; 

To the huge Andes points her eager way; b 
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> Stately she lights, and thus begins her lay ;— 1 
FS Ye giant hills, ye first-born of the earth, i 
4 That with Titanian fronts assail the skies! 4 
; Ye mighty race, who saw great Nature's birth, 1 
1 And all the pigmy mountains round you rise, 1 
2 Then when the waters fled 3 
1 To their capacious bed, 1 
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And left the round earth rob'd in green, 
Spangled with lakes and hills between ! 
Ye with solemn song I greet, 
And on your tall heads plant my feet, 
A stranger erst ;—but now a voice divine 
Calls me to wait at Freedom's sacred shrine. 


Lo! across the Darien land, 

Bending to the dexter hand, 
Lies a crescent-formed bay, 

Once with fluttering streamers gay : 
Commerce, the queen, her breast unbound, 
Nourish'd all her children round ; 

Yet still with filial duty warm, 
Own'd the sweet parental charm, 

That binds with strong but gentle reign, 


Beyond the tyrant's iron chain. "$ 
Now other sights and other sounds arise : 3 
Black waves the flag upon the mournful shore ; 7 
In dread confrontment the red banner flies, 1 
And hell's own engines wait the time to roar. 17 5 


Seest thou not a form divine 

Of the ancient Genii line, 

Such as Rome and Athens own'd, 
When on Freedom's base enthron'd? 7 
Tis he, long sought, through fears and toils, 5 
The Genius of the British Isles. | 
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Awful like a God he stands; 

The thronging nations lift their hands, 
And, as they pour the ardent vow, 
Catch inspiration from his brow. 


Softly, ah softly, wake the sleeping fire, 
Rouse not the angry lightning's utmost force; 
A parent's breast must meet its destin'd course, 
A parent's breast must bleed beneath its ire. 


Be firm, but calmly firm ;—maintain the rights 
That Nature gives, and free-born manhood claims 
Pursue the radiant track where Virtue lights, 
And on her sacred column grave your names. 


But ah, if heedless duty aught have err'd, 
If Freedom kindling in too fierce a blaze, 

That heaven-descended scroll hath aught impair'd, 
The thrice dear charities of human race ! 


O Mercy ! stoop thou from thy golden skies, 
Thy charmed veil among the nations cast, 

Wave thy soft wand of pity o'er their eyes, 
And tears on either face blot out the past. 


So sung the Muse ; the hills the strain prolong, 
And Heav'n in thunder ratify'd the song. 
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ODE XLI. 


10 THE 


GENIUS OF ALBION. 


WRITTEN AT THE OPENING OF THE YEAR, 
BY BRYAN EDWARDS, ESQ. 


Proh ! Curia invcrsique mores ! HOR, 


— 


Grvrus of Albion! whither art thou fled ? 
Thou, who wast wont at Freedom's call to rise, 
With thund”ring voice, and heav*n-directed eyes, 

And mock th' oppressor's rage, or smite the tyrant 

dead! | 
O stretch again thy saving hand, 
In mercy to this groaning isle! 

No common ills thine aid demand: 
Corruption triumphs in her spoil; 
Fierce Discord hurls her torch on high; 

Nor public weal, nor social tie 
Can fix the sordid, selfich mind; 
Ambition breaks Law's feeble chain, 
Swoln Lux'ry leads her bloated train, 
And Ruin stalks behind! 
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Beyond the rough Atlantic tide, 

* Inspir'd by Virtue and by Thee, 

E Thy junior sons still dare be free; 

L Nor e*er shall subtle fraud divide 

The gen'rous band. Oh! while the tempest low'rs, 
Reflect our cause is one - that Freedom's foes are ours! 


Peace to thy shade, lamented King! 

Great Brunswick, second of thy race, 

Call'd England's happy throne to grace, 
What time fair Freedom made each valley ring. 

5 From the cold tomb couldst thou arise, 
. How would this prospect sear thine eyes, 
And drive thee back in wild affright ! 

For lo! fierce issuing from their native north, 
The howling furies murd'rous storms send forth; 
Glut the Gaul's proud revenge, and spread vile 
Slav'ry's night! 
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In vain, alas! thy gallant son, 


: On fam'd Culloden's glorious field, 
3 Taught the proud trait*rous Scot to yield, 
| And deathless laurels nobly won. 
EI In vain rejoic'd th* admiring world, 
. : When our brave sires, by Nassau led, 
5 | 2 At tyrant-pow'r their thunders hurl'd, 
While the dark tyrant crouch'd and fled, 
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No longer now, in patriot shackles bound, 
With fruitless wailing Envy bites her chain; 
Oppress10n leaps o'er Freedom's sacred mound, 
And vainly Hampden fought, and Sydney bled in vain! 


Lo! Saunders mingles with the mighty dead ; 
No more th' avenger of his country's wrong: 
O' er his cold dust let no weak tear be shed; 
He wept, alas! that he had liv'd too long ! 
O greatly glorious !! had he died 
Ere set in darkness Britain's sun; 
Ere frantic rage and Stuart pride, 
That empire lost his valor won! 
«© What more (he cry'd) can adverse fate require? 
Dying he saw his country's fame expire; 
Saw her bright cross he late triumphant spread, 


Droop on the sick ning gale, and blush with deeper red 


Hark! thro' America's indignant shore, 
What groans for vengeance rend th' affrighted skies 
Foul impious war hath broken Nature's ties; 
And Britain, terror of the world no more, 
Turns on herself, and drinks her children's gore 
Oh! quickly drop the murd'rous sword, 
What horrors rise around? 
Canst thou, ill-fated realm, afford 
With thine own blood to drench the ground ? 
The vet'ran, yet untaught to yield, 
Reluctant views the death-fraught field, 
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Conscious of guilt would fain retreat, 
And dreads ev'n victory as defeat, 
In vain: still o'er Ontario's flood, 
With ghastly smile, and blasting eyes, 
Stern Alva's guilty spirit flies, 
And snuffs the scented air, and rages still for blood! 


Hear how her sons Iberia tells 
Exulting as the tempest swells; 
And faithless Gallia, with prophetic eye, 
Beholds thy golden streams of Commerce dry, 
Or marks them for her own. O great event! 
She cries,.— Thy shame and punishment, 
& Rash, ruin'd rival! Now I see 
Thy palm of glory snatch'd by me; 
That envied prize, by Nature giv'n, 
© Which rais'd thy tow'ring front to Heav'n, 
ee Spurn'd by thyself Oh! speed thy ling'ring fate, 
And to thyself be false, to make my empire great. 


But Britain, happier fates are thine: 

Thy k sun shall yet unclouded shine! 

A day (not far remote) shall come, 
When, Rage disarm'd, and Envy dumb, 

The pious child, her sorrows o'er, 

Shall urge the loud complaint no more: 

But nourish (in her suff rings blest) 

Th' expiring parent from her breast! 
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For lo! Futurity her page unfolds: 
What floods of glory fill yon western skies 
I see, I see, the radiant forms arise, 
Where venerable Time Fair truth upholds, 
And awful Justice, her divine compeer, 
Exalts her gen'rous brow, and shakes her glitt'ring 
spear 


&« Ye parricides, who broke the golden cords 
« Of filial piety—maternal love! 
c Ye perjur'd senators—ye venal lords, 
c Now curse your damned deeds—for vengeance 
duwells with Jove! 
cc America! no longer thou 
ec Shalt lift thy plaintive voice in vain ; 
« Nor Britain's sons to slav'ry bow, 
Nor forge for others* necks the chain 
e Tis Justice speaks ! above controul, 
Her thunders smite the guilty soul. 
See murder'd Sydney grimly smile, 
And virtuous Russel bless her glorious toil ! 
Oh sleep, ye sacred shades! in endless rest; 
The sign of Mercy, beaming from the west, 
Kind Heawn has giv'n for o'er the patriot crowd 
Bright Conquest soars aloft, and claps her wings aloud. 
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ODE XLII. 


PERFORMED 
AT ST. FAMES's 
ON THE FOURTH OF JUNE, 1776, 
BY HIS MAJESTY's BAND OF MUSICIANS, 


BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, ESO. 
L POET LAUREAT. J 


Ve western gales, whose genial breath 
Unbinds the glebe, till all beneath 
One verdant livery wears; 
You sooth the sultry heats of noon, 
Add softness to the setting sun, 
And dry the morning's tears. 


This is your season, lovely gales, 

Thro' Ether now your power prevails ; 
And our dilated breasts shall own 

The joys, which flow from you alone. 


Why, therefore, in yon dubious sky, 
With out-spread wing, and eager eye 
On distant scenes intent, 
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&« Sits Expectation in the air. 
Why do alternate hope and fear 
Suspend some great event? 


Can Britain fail? the thought were vain ; : 
The powerful empress of the main 
But strives to smooth th' unruly flood, 

And dreads a conquest stain'd with blood. 


While yet, ye winds, your breezy balm 
Thro? nature spreads a general calm, 
While yet a pause fell Discord knows ; 
Catch th* soft moment of repose, 

Your genuine powers exert; x 
| 1 To pity melt th* obdurate mind, . 
Teach ev'ry bosom to be kind, i 

And humanize the heart ! | f 
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Propitious gales, O wing your way! 
And whilst we hail that rightful sway j 
Whence temper'd Freedom springs; TE 
The bliss we feel to future times | 
Extend, and from your native climes 
Bring peace upon your wings ! 
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ODE XLIII. 


TO THE 


NAVAL OFFICERS OF GREAT BRITAIN. 


mt 
WRITTEN IMMEDIATELY AFTER THE TRIAL OF ADMIRAL | 
KEPPEL, FEBRUARY THE ELEVENTH, 1779. 


BY WILLIAM MASON, M. A. 


Hexcs to thy Hell! thou fiend accurst, : 
Of sin's incestuous brood the worst, i 
Whom to pale Death the spectre bore : 
Detraction hence! *tis Truth's command, 
She launches, from her seraph hand, 70 
The shaft that strikes thee to th* infernal shore. 7 
Old Ex CLAN PD's Genius leads her on 9 
| To vindicate his darling son, 4 
N Whose fair, and veteran fame i} 
© Thy venom'd tongue had dar'd defile ; '| 
| The Goddess comes, and all the isle | 
Feels the warm influence of her heav'nly flame. 1 
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But chief in those, their country's pride, 
Ordain'd, with steady helm, to guide 


The floating bulwarks of her reign, 5 


It glows, with unremitting ray, 
Bright as the orb that gives the day. 
Corruption spreads her murky mist in vain : 
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To Virtue, Valour, Glory true, j 
They keep their radiant prize in view, | 5 
Ambitious sterling aim; & 
They know that titles, stars, and strings, 
Bestow'd by Kings on slaves of Kings, 
Are light as air, when weigh'd with honest fame. 


Hireling courtiers, venal peers, 
View them with fastidious frown ; 
Yet the Muse's smile is theirs, 
"8 Theirs her amaranthine crown. 
* Ves, gallant train, on your unsullied brows, 

She sees the genuine English spirit shine, 
Warm from a heart where ancient honour glows, 
[| | That scorns to bend the knee at Int'rest's shrine. 
| Lo! at your Poet's call, 

To give prophetic fervor to his strain, 

Forth from the mighty bosom of the main 

| A. giant deity ascends 
| Down his broad breast his hoary honours fall! 

ö He wields the trident of th* Atlantic vast; 
An awful calm around his pomp is cast, 

O' er many a league the glassy sleep extends. 

He speaks; and distant thunder, murmuring round, 
In long-drawn volley rolls a symphony profound. 
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&« Ye thunders cease! the voice of Heav'n ” 
Enough proclaims the terrors giv'n 3 
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o me the Spirit of the deep; _ [4 
5 « Tempests are mine; from shore to shore, i 
ce J bid my billows when to roar, 1 
« Mine the wild whirlwind's desolating sweep. bt 
« But meek and placable, I come iy 
f 5 e To deprecate Britannia's doom, 4 
And snatch her from her fate; al 
E « Ev'n from herself I mean to save ; 
J « My sister sov'reign of the wave; | ; 
I « A voice immortal never warns too late. |; 
| 6 Queen of the isles! with empire crown'd, 4 
Only to spread fair Freedom round, i” 
b- « Wide as my waves could waft thy name; 11 
ine. 1 


W Why did thy cold reluctant heart 
© Refuse that blessing to impart, 
Deaf to great Nature's universal claim? 
«© Why rush, through my indignant tide, 
„To stain thy hands with parricide ? 
Ah, answer not the strain! 
Thy wasted wealth, thy widows' sighs, 
Thy halt-repentant embassys 
« Bespeak thy cause unblest, thy councils vain. 


sister, sov'reign of the wave! 1 
5 ** Turn from this ill-omen'd war; — 1 
( Turn to where the truly brave 

; Will not blush thy wrath to bear: 
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« Swift on th' insulting Gaul, thy native foe 4 
(For he is Freedom's) let that wrath be hurl'd ; . 
« To his perfidious ports direct thy prow, 
ce Arm every bark, be every sail unfurl'd ; 
« Seize this triumphant hour, 
«© When, bright as gold from the refining flame, 
Flows the clear current of thy KEPPEL's fame. 
« Give, to the Hero's full command, 
«© Th' imperial ensigns of thy naval pow'r: 
So shall his own bold auspices prevail, 
« Nor Fraud's insidious wiles, nor Envy pale f 
Arrest the force of his victorious band. ] 
«© The Gaul subdu'd, fraternal strife shall cease, 5 
« And firm, on Freedom's base, be fixt an Empires 
peace. | 2 
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THE HONOURABLE 
WILLIAM PITT. 


By the Same. 
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"Tis May's Meridian reign; yet Eukus cold 
Forbids each shrinking thorn its leaves unfold, 
Or hang with silver buds her rural throne ; 
No primrose show'r from her green lap she throws, 
No daisy,, violet, or cowslip blows, 
And Flora weeps her fragrant offspring gone. 
Hoar frost arrests the genial dew z 
To wake, to warble, and to woo, 
No Linnet calls his drooping love: 
Shall then the Poet strike the lyre, 
When mute are all the feather'd quire, 
And Nature fails to warm the Syrens of the grove? 
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He shall: for what the sullen Spring denies, 
The orient beam of virtuous youth supplies; 
That moral dawn be his inspiring flame. 

Beyond the dancing radiance of the East 
Thy glory, Son of CHATHAM ! fires his breast; 
And, proud to celebrate thy vernal fame, 
Hark, from his lyre the strain ascends, 
Which but to Freedom's fav'rite friends 
That lyre disdains to sound. 
Hark, and approve ! as did thy sire, 
The lays which once with kindred fire 


His Muse in Attic mood made Mona's oaks rebound, 


Long silent since, save when in KEPPEL's name, 
Detraction, murd'ring Britain's naval fame, 
Rous'd into sounds of scorn th* indignant string. 
But now, replenish'd with a richer theme, 
The vase of Harmony shall pour its stream, 
Fann'd by free Fancy's rainbow-tinctur*d wing. 
Thy country too shall hail the song, 
Her echoing heart the notes prolong; 
While they alone with envy sigh, 
Whose rancour to thy parent dead 
Aim' d, ere his fun'ral rites were paid, 


With vain vindictive rage to starve his progeny. 


From earth and these the Muse averts her view, 
To meet, in yonder sea of Ether blue, 
A beam to which the blaze of noon is pale; 


„„ 0 2 
e e e on ECT IE 2 3 
Rn fy . — IS I_ 


Ode ALV. ODES. | = 


In purpling circles now the glory spreads, 
A host of angels now unvell their heads, 

While Heav'n's own music triumphs on the gale. 

Ah see, two white-rob'd seraphs lead 
5 Thy Father's venerable shade! 
. He bends from yonder cloud of gold, 
* While they, the ministers of light, 
Bear from his breast a mantle bright, 
And with the Heav'n- wove robe thy youthful limbs 
entold! 


Receive this mystic gift, my Son! (he cries) 
5 « And (for so wills the Sov'reign of the skies) 
'J «© With this receive, at Albion's anxious hour, 
« A double portion of my patriot zeal, 
« Active to spread the fire it dar'd to feel 
„ Thro” raptur'd Senates, and with awful pow'r 
“From the full fountain of the tongue 
To roll the rapid tide along, 
Till a whole nation caught the flame. 
So on thy Sire shall Heav'n bestow 


0 « A blessing TULLY fail'd to know, 
5 « And redolent in thee diffuse thy father's fame. 
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Nor thou, ingenuous Boy! that Fame despise, 
Which lives and spreads abroad in Heav'n's pure eyes, 
The last best energy of noble mind; 
Revere thy Father's shade; like him disdain 
The tame, the timid, temporizing train, 
Awake to self, to social int'rest blind: 
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« Young as thou art, Occasion calls; 
« Thy country's scale or mounts or falls 
« As thou and thy compatriots strive; 
c Scarce is the fatal moment past, 
“ That trembling AL RION deem'd her last; 
&« O knit the union firm, and bid an Empire live. 


& Proceed, and vindicate fair Freedom's claim, 
« Give life, give strength, give substance to her name; 
The native rights of Man with Fraud contest; 
« Yes, snatch them from Corruption's baleful pow'r, 
«© Who dares, in Day's broad eye, those rights devour, 
While Prelates bow, and bless the Harpy feast. 
&« It foil'd at first, resume thy course, 
ce Rise strengthen'd with Antæan force; 
« So shall thy toil in conquest end. 
Let others court the tinsel things 
“ That hang upon the smile of Kings, 
« Be thine the Muse's wreath; be thou the PEOPLE's 
FRIEND.” 
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ODE XLV. 


SUNG BY | | 5 
AT THE ANNIVERSARY DINNER 4 
or THE | Wl | | 
SOCIETY FOR CONSTITUTIONAL INFORMATION, p14 


At the Shakspeare Tavern, on Tuesday, the 14th Day of May, 1782. 


BY SIR WILLIAM JONES. 


— —— — — 


VERDANT myrtle's branchy pride 
Shall my biting falchion wreathe : 
Soon shall grace each manly side, 
Tubes that speak, and points that breathes 


Thus, Harmadius, shone thy blade 
Thus, Aristogiton, thine ! 

Whose, when Britain sighs for aid, 
Whose shall now delay to shine? 
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Dearest youths, in islands blest, 
Not, like recreant idlers, dead, 
You with fleet Pelides rest, 
And with godlike Diomed. 


ODES. Ode XIV. 


Verdant myrtle's branchy pride 
Shall my thirsty blade entwine : 

Such, Harmodius, deck'd thy side 
Such, Aristogiton, thine ! 


They the base Hipparchus slew, 
At the feast for Pallas crown'd ; 
Gods! how switt their poniards flew ! 
How the monster ting'd the ground! 


Then, in Athens all was peace, 
Equal laws and liberty : 

Nurse of arts, and eye of Greece ! 
People valiant, firm, and free! 


Not less glorious was thy deed, 
Wentworth, fix'd in Virtue's cause; 
Nor less brilliant be thy meed, 
Lenox, friend to equal laws! 
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High in Freedom's temple rais'd, 9 | = 
See Fitz- Maurice beaming stand, 
For collected virtues prais'd, 
Wisdom's voice, and Valour's hand! 


Ne'er shall Fate their eyelids close: 
They, in blooming regions blest, 

With Harmodius shall repose, 
With Aristogiton rest. 
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Noblest chiefs, a hero's crown 
Let the Athenian patriots claim: 
You less fiercely won renown 
You assum'd a milder name. 


They through blood for glory strove, 
You more blissful tidings bring; 


They to death a tyrant drove, 
You to fame restor'd a KING. 


Rise, Britannia, dauntless rise ! 
Cheer'd with triple Harmony, 

Monarch good, and nobles wise, 
People valiant, firm, and FREE ! 


* 
* 5 
ENS 
= 


Fo 1 
5 
bf 

= 


Y 
6 ; 
T 
#\'s 5 
24 
7 : 
4 
* 
13 
- 1 
4 
N 
. 
vb 8 
= 
* 
* 


— 
3 
18 
— 


** 
way 
* urn 


== 


— 7 5 
3 
2 


— — . 1, 


— , 


* 
_ 
1 7 a4 


- — 


1 —·2 — ; 
„ 
— — — a 5 —ů— — * 
— 15 ee — — — 


® $1 
7 
on 
* 
o - 
1 
=P 
= 
; 
„ 
= > 
#4 
8 / 
- 
rt 
44 
71 
1 
11 
* 
; 
$3 | 
* 


. A tre earns — 


— 1. ENT 


ODE XLVI. 


By the Same. 
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W Har constitutes a State? 

Not high-rais'd battlements, or labour'd mound, 
Thick wall, or moated gate ; 

Not cities proud, with spires and turrets . 
Not bays and broad-arm'd ports, 

Where, laughing at the storm, rich navies ride ; 
Not starr'd and spangled courts, 

Where low-brow'd baseness wafts perfume to pride ; 
No :—MEN, high minded MEN, 

With pow'rs as far above dull brutes endued 
In forest, brake, or den, 

As beasts excel cold rocks and brambles rude ; 
Men, who their duties know, 

But know their rights, aud, knowing, dare maintain; 
Prevent the long aim'd blow, 

And crush the tyrant, while they rend the chain: 
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These constitute a State; 
And sov'reign LAW, that state's collected will, 
O'er thrones and globes elate 
Sits Empress, crowning good, repressing ill; 
Smit by her sacred frown, | 
The fiend Discretion like a vapour sinks, 
And een the all-dazzling Crown 
Hides his faint rays, and at her bidding ai 
Such was this heav*n-lov'd isle, 
Than Lesbos fairer and the Cretan shore! 
No more shall Freedom smile: 
Shall Britons languish, and be MEN no more? 
Since all must life resign, 
Those sweet rewards, which decorate the brave, 
Tis folly to decline, 
And steal inglorious to the silent grave. 


— — ere 


— er OO! 775 
3 . 


— 
22 


8 


— 


—8 2 


n Es dev IE - 83 32 * — orgy 


: . — 3 — . - —— x — — - —— - - —— — > — 
— 75 4 ror — —xꝛů — — N 7 Bd 0 s AS a — — > > =—_ « ee — — — . III 


4 x . — * "ey "TI — — Iz 7 . pe ew . 2 — 


- * — — — * IV 3 — 
* * * ” . Od — * rr * -- — * mn 4 F — 8 
2 8 — 2 T's IS he ST 7 * 2 - ** ” neg p ———_ . 8, — 
\ of Kew 5 * " * 2 4 r . "A n 8 8 . "Ne 1 CA TR, 2 * 5 OS, > 
2 Saw oa 7 La LES Y * - 2 - r * 
NS tie Er entering : — — — ——— — rr ee SEE III Te Or EAT LICE EL Ca cn a, — — . 
J Nu 4 — ” 8 E * « $4 - a 0 . ſo Z : « W864 + = 2 — ag: - # 
ö A n * 0 : 5 1 Pena * avs ng - 2 * LT INES | . ; * Vr en S "2 bs ee SHE. oats is. A . * 
———— . E33 EEREIG . hw ihr 8. rd - . „ no ak I Dee 8 ene 5 * — : 
- - we * * « * o * 
* * . * . a * « 2 * . 
. I ˙˖˙ 5g 222 * * * 2 5 NEE Ni <2 wr he <4 = 6 3 £26 ah 5 n wv EINE, 
- . 
Ll 
* 
. 
, 
1 
O f 
* g 
* 
j 
a 2 
” — 2. FA. . 
8 » * ws © 4. = * 7 2 2 . 
2 4 2 N 5 5 L ; 0 7 D 
P 33] 8 3 ERR MH * 7, 2 PIRIE Wa w_ — 5 * * "9 3 = th ' PING . 
. 8 * 


— a ns 


ODES. 


— — I A 


CLASS THE EIGHTH. 


ODE I. 


THE 


CONQUERED DUTCHESS, 


——_G 
TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY EOX, 


On the marriage of he Dutchess of Manchester to Edward Hussey, Esq now 
Lord Beaulieu. 


W— 


BY SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS, KNT. 


— 


CL1o, behold this charming day, 

The zephyrs blow, the sun looks gay, 
The sky one perfect blue; 

Can you refuse at such a time, 

When Fox and I both beg for rhyme, 
To sing us something new ? 


The Goddess smil'd, and thus begun: 

I've got a pleasing theme, my son 
FI sing the Conquer'd Dutchess ; 

I'll sing of that disdainful fair, 

Who, *scap'd from Scotch and English snare, 
Is fast in Irish clutches. 
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Sunk 1s her pow'r, her sway 1s o'er, 

She'll be no more ador'd, no more 
Shine forth the public care: 

Oh ! what a falling off is here, 

From her whose frowns made wisdom fear, 
Whose scorn begot despair! 


Wide was th' extent of her commands, 

O'er fertile fields, o' er barren lands, 
She stretch'd her haughty reign : 

The coxcomb, fool, and man of sense, 

Youth, manhood, age, and impotence, 
With pride receiv'd her chain. 


Here Leicester offer'd brutal love, 
Here gentle Cornbury gently strove 
With sighs to fan desire; 
Here Churchill snor'd his hours away, 
Here drowsy Stanhope every day 
Sat out her Grace's fire. 


Here constant Bateman too we saw, 
Kneeling with reverential awe, 

T' adore his high-flown choice 
Where you, my Fox, have sigh'd whole days, 
Forgetting king's and people's praise, 

Deaf to ambition's voice. — 
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What Dresden china for her feast ! 
But I'll no longer teaze you; 
Yet 'tis a truth you can't deny, 


Tho' lady Caroline is nigh, 


And does not look quite easy. 


But careful Heaven design'd her Grace 
For one of the Milesian race, 
On stronger parts depending; 
Nature indeed denies them sense, 
But gives them legs and impudence, 
That beats all comprehending. 


Which to accomplish, Hussey came, 
Op'ning before the noble dame 
His honourable trenches; 
Nor of rebukes or frowns afraid, 
He push'd his way (he knew his trade) 
And won the place by inches. 


Look down, St. Patrick, with success, 
Like Hussey's, all the Irish bless, 
May they all do as he does; 
And still preserve their breed the same, 
Cast in his mould, made in his frame, 
To comfort English widows 


What clothes you made ! how fine you drest 


ODE II. 


ADDRESSED TO 
THE AUTHOR OF 


THE CONQUERED DUTCHESS. 


IN ANSWER TO THAT CELEBRATED PERFORMANCE, 


BY EARL NUGENT. 


W nar clamour's here about a dame, 
Who, for her pleasure, barters fame ! 
As if *twere strange or new, 
That ladies should themselves disgrace, 
Or one of the Milesian race 
A widow shou'd pursue. 


She's better sure than Scudamore, 
Who, while a Dutchess, play'd the whore, 
As all the world has heard; | 
Wiser than Lady Harriet too, 
Whose foolish match made such ado, 
And ruin'd her and Beard, 


Yet she's as gay as Lady Vane, 
Who, should she list her am'rous train, 
Might fairly man a fleet ; 
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Sprightly as Orford's Countess, she, 
And as the wanton Townshend free, 
And more than both, discreet. 


For she had patience first to wed 
Before she took the man to bed! 
And can you say that's bad? 


Like Diomed's, your arrows rove; 


Like him you wound the Queen of love, 
And may like him run mad. 


There was, Sir Knight, there was a time, 

If you invok'd your Muse for rhyme, 
That all the world stood gazing; 

You sung us then of folks that sold 

Themselves and country too for gold, 
Or something as amazing: 


How Sandys, in sense, and person queer, 
Jump'd from a patriot to a peer, 

No mortal yet knows why; 
How Pulteney truck'd the fairest fame 
For a Right Honourable name 

To call his vixen by: 


How Compton rose when Walpole fell, 
*T was you, and only you could tell, 
And all the scene disclos'd ; 
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How Vane and Rushout, Bathurst, Gower, 
Were curs'd and stigmatiz'd by power, 
And rais'd to be expos'd. 


[| 


To heights like these your Muse should fly, 
To others leave the middle sky, 

Whose wings are weak and flaggy ; | 
Leave these to some young Foppington, 18 
Who takes your leavings, Woffington, 

And tunes his odes to Peggy. 


For you, who know the sex so well, 
Must own that women most excell, 
When ruling, or when rul'd; 
While young, they others lead astray, 
When old they ev'ry call obey, 
Still fooling, or befool'd 


Scheme upon scheme must still succeed, 


They ev'ry coxcomb's tale must heed, 
Until their brains grow muzzy; 

And then by one false step *tis seen, 

How slight the diff rence is between 
The Dutchess and the Hussey. 


ODE III. 
THE 5 
RURAL REFLECTIONS | 
| OF A 2 a 
WELCH POET. * oh 

STOP, stop, my steed! hail, Cambria, hail, Wo 
With craggy cliffs and darksome vale, a 1 

May no rude steps defile em! 1 
Your poet, with a vengeance sent x 1 g 
From London, post, is hither bent, e ; 

To find a safe asylum. Wha: 

„ 

Bar, bar the doors, exclude e'en Fear, 5 ol Fr 
Who press'd upon my horse's rear, 4 14 | 

And made the fleet still fleeter ; | : 43 | 
Here shall my hurried soul repose, 3 Nt | 
And, undisturb'd by Irish prose, 1 | 

Renew my lyric metre. 1 b 5 [ 
Thus Flaccus, at Philippi's fields, 1 
Behind him left his little shield, Th 

And sculk'd in Sabine cavern : . 
Had I not wrote that cursed ode, 
My coward heart I ne'er had show'd, 

The jest of every tavern. 
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Ve guardians of Mercurial men, 

I boast from you my sprightly pen, 
I rhyme by your direction : 

Why did you partial gifts impart ? 

You gave a head, but gave no heart, 
No heart for head's protection. 


Hence tis my wit outruns my strength, 

And scans each inch of Hussey's length, 
His length of sword forgetting; 

Hence angry boys my rhyme provoke: 

I ne*er (too serious proves the joke) 
Can think on't without sweating. 


What the Lieutenant once deny'd, 

My inauspicious wit supply'd, 
And forc'd me into action; 

To me, as to this scribe indite, 

Hibernia's sons I cannot write, 
To give them satisfaction. 


Fool, could Ising for others sport, 

The taking of the Dutchess' ForT, 
And which the way to win her; 

I, undisturb'd, my town enjoy'd, 

Then (Nero like) with fire destroy'd, 
By springing mines within her. 


— 


Ode III. | ODES. 


Oh! had I sung sweet roundelay, 

Great George's birth, or New-year's-day, 
As innocent as Colly, 4 

Vour other Pope, (oh hear, ye Nine!) 1 

He'd gladly all his odes refine, 14 
And screen himself in folly. \ 1837408 


Ah! since my fear has forc'd me hither, 111 
I feel no more that sweet blue weather 
The Muses most delight in; N 
Dark and more dark each cloud impends, 4708 
And ev'ry message from my friends 1 1h 
Conveys sad hints of fighting. | | 


To harmless themes I'll tune my reed, ] 1 

Listen, ye lambkins, whilst you feed, | "x j | 
Ye shepherds, nymphs, and fountains ! ta 

Ye bees, with soporif'rous hums, 

Ye pendent goats, if Hussey comes, 
Convey me to your mountains ! 


There may I sing secure, nor Fear 
Shall pull the songster by the ear, 
T' advise me while I'm writing; 
Or if my satire will burst forth, 
I'll lampoon parsons in my wrath : 
Their cloth ſorbids them fighting. 
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Whene'er I think, can Williams brook 

To sculk beneath this lonely nook, 
And tamely bear what few will? 

Harcourt like Priam's son appears, 

Cries, as he shakes his bloody ears, 
Beware of Irish duel ! 


I flutter like Macbeth! Arise 
Strange scenes, and swim before my eyes, 
Swords, pistols, bloody shocking! 
Whole crowds of Irish cross my view, 
I feel th* involuntary dew 
Run trickling down my stocking. 


Sure sign how all's within, I trow : 

Connel once forc'd such streams to flow, 
So dreadful he to meet is; 

Should gentle Cornbury, Leicester, Bath, 

Or drowsy Stanhope wake in wrath, 
Twould cause a diabetes. 


Oh Patrick! courage-giving saint, 
Reverse my pray'r thou late didst grant, 
Or I'm for ever undone ! 
Rust all their pistols, break their swords, 
And if they'll fight it out in words, 
I'll come again to London. 


— 


ODE Iv. 


10 


SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS. 


OCCASIONED BY THE PRECEDING ODE, ASCRIBED TO 
THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD. 


Wuro's this ?—what! Hanbury the lyric? 
Changing his notes to panegyric, 
In fearful dread of fighting ? 
But *tis in vain : for Hanbury swears, 
If Cynthius won't, he'll lug your ears, 
And make you leave off writing. 


Think you, because you basely fled 
To Saxony, to hide your head, 

On odes you still may venture? 
Or wipe off scandal left at home, 
By meanly daubing him, in whom 

All commendations centre ? 


No; Stanhope chooses thy abuse, 
Detesting such a filthy Muse, 
Whose very praise is satire; 
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For well he knows the worthless knight is 
Just such another as Thersites, 
For bulk, abuse, and stature. 


If charg'd with courage man should be, 
(Like powder in artillery, 
Proportion'd to the barrel), 
Canst thou, a blunderbuss so large, 
With scarce a pocket-pistol's charge, 
Presume to bounce or quarrel? 


Then quit these dang'rous trifling lays, 

With low abuse, or empty praise, 

_ *Tis nonsense all, and folly ; 

Or, if you will be writing odes, 

Which ev'ry mortal here explodes, 
Write birth-day odes for Colly. 


There may you stretch poetic wing, 

Sing peace or war, God bless the King, 
And all his measures praise; 

Then, should old Cibber chance to die, 

And Hanbury lets you come and try, 
Perhaps you'll get the bays. 
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VENUS, 
ON OPENING THE PANTHEON. 


BY A YOUNG LADY OF FASHION. 


Br1cnT Venus, Covent- Garden's queen, 
Forsake awhile each hackney'd scene, 
For something new and rare; 
And, quitting Lust's confin'd abode, 
Bid Thomas drive to Oxford Road, 
And seek a purer air. 


From Nelson's, Hayes's, and Soho, 
And Frere's politer bagnio, 
To yon gay temple rove; 
There lavish all your winning arts, 
To catch our purses or our hearts, 
And give a loose to love. 


Libations, lo! to thee are made, 


Of capillaire and lemonade, 
And juice of cooling tea 
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Whole hecatombs of biscuits rise, 
Beaux, bawds, and bishops, mingle sighs, 
To sacrifice to thee. 


Bright Goddess haste, and with thee take 
The modish Macaroni Rake, 
Who Fashion's law reveres ; 
Array*d, as her caprice decrees, 
In coat a yard above his knees, 
And curls above his ears. 


Soft soother of the bed of Care, 
Let wanton Coxe attend thee there, 
For Dissipation made; 
Her manners open, free, and kind, 
Her heaving bosom unconfin'd 
By whalebone or brocade. 


Lead Vigour, lusty child of Health, 

More coveted than birth or wealth, 
By all who wish to please; 

Without whose salutary grace, 

The rapture-feigning Fops embrace 
Is but a pow'r to feige. 
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ODE VI. 


EARL DELAWAR's FAREWELL 
TO 
THE MAIDS OF HONOUR, 


ON HIS BEING PROMOTED TO HIS LATE FATHER's TROOP, AND RE- 
SIGNING THE PLACE OF VICE-CHAMBERLAIN TO THE QUEEN. 


mY 


Vr maids who Britain's court bedeck, 
Miss Wrottesly, Tryon, Beauclerk, Keck, 
Miss Meadows, and Boscawen ! 
A dismal tale J have to tell; 
This is to bid you all farewell: 
Farewell ! for I am going. 


I leave you, girls ; indeed *tis true, 
Altho' to be esteem'd by you 
Has ever been my pride: 
"Tis often done at court, you know; 
I leave my dearest friends, and go 
Over to t'other side. | 


No longer shall we laugh and chat, 

In th* outer room, on this and that, 
Until the queen shall call: 

Our gracious king has call'd me now; 

Nay, holds a stick up too, I vow, 


And so God bless you all! 
Val. XVII. * 
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Ode Vl. 


They tell me that one word a day, 

From him, is worth the whole you say, 
Fair ladies, in a year: 

A word from him I highly prize; 

But who can leave your beauteous eyes 
Without one tender tear ? 


No longer shall I now be seen, 
Handing along our matchless queen, 
So generous, good, and kind; 
While one by one each smiling lass, 
First drops a curtsey, as we pass, 
Then trips along behind. 


Adieu, my much-lov'd golden key 
No longer to be worn by me, 
Adorn'd with ribband blue; 
Which late I heard look'd ill and pale 
I thought it but an idle tale, 
But now believe *twas true. 


Farewell, my good Lord Harcourt, too ! 
What can, alas! your Lordship do 
Alone among the maids ? | 
You soon must some assistance ask: 
You'll have a very arduous task, 
Unless you call for aids. 
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Great 1s the charge you have in care ; 
Indeed, my pretty maidens fair, 
His situation's nice: 
As Chamberlain, we shall expect 
That he, sole guardian, shall protect 
Six maids, without a vice. 
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ON 


THE PRESENT AGE. 


No more, my friend, of vain applause, | 
Nor complimental rhymes : 7 

Come, Muse, let's call another cause, ö 
And sing about the Times. FF 


For of all ages ever known, 


The present is the oddest ; J \ 
As all the men are honest grown, ; 
And all the women, modest. 0 


No lawyers now are fond of fees, 


Nor clergy of their dues: | N 
Few people at the play one sees, ö 
At church, what crowded pews ! N 


No courtiers now their friends deceive 
With promises of favour : 

For what they make 'em once believe, 
They faithfully endeavour. 
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Our nobles - Heav'n defend us all! 
I'll nothing say about em: 
For they are great, and I'm but small; 
So, Muse, jog on without 'em. 


Our gentry ! what a virtuous race! 
Despising earthly treasures ; 

Fond of true honour's glorious chace, 
And quite averse to pleasures. 


The ladies dress so plain, indeed, 
Vou'd think 'em Quakers all: 
; Witness the wool-packs on their head, 
Z So comely ! and so small! | 


What tradesman now forsakes his shop 
For politics, or news? 

Or takes his dealer at a hop, 
Through interested views ? 


No soaking sot his spouse neglects 
For mugs of mantling nappy ; 

Nor madly squanders his effects, 
To make himself quite happy. 


Our frugal taste the state secures, 
Whence, then, can woe begin ? 
For Iux'ry's all turn'd out of doors, 

Frugality took in, 
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Hence all the plenty of the times 
Hence all provisions cheap ! 

Hence dearth of follies and of crimes ! 
Hence all complaints asleep ! 


Vile cuckold-making 1s forgot ! 

No ladies now in Keeping! 

No debtors in our prisons rot! 
No creditors a-weeping! 


(So frequent once) the French disease 
Is grown near out of knowledge ; 

And doctors take but mod'rate fees, 
In country, town, or college. 


No pleasure-chaises fill the streets, 
Or crowd the roads on Sunday ; 

So horses lab'ring thro? the week, 
Obtain a respite one day. 


See! gamesters, jugglers, swearers, lyars, 
Despis'd, and out of fashion; 

And modern youth, grown self-deniers, 
Fly all unlawtul passion. 


Happy the nation thus endow'd! 
So void of want and crimes ! 
All zealous for their neighbour's good ; 
Oh, these are glorious times! 


( 
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Vour character! (with wond'ring stare, 
Says Tom) is mighty high, sir! 
But pray forgive me, if I swear, 
I think *tis all a LE, sir! 


Ha! think you so, my honest clown? 
Then take another light on't; 
Just turn the picture ups:de-down, 
J fear you'll see the right on't. 


ODE VIII. 


THE 
LAWYER's FAREWELL 
10 
HIS MUSE. 


WRITTEN IN MDCCLXIV, 


. BY THE LATE 
SIR WILLIAM BLACKSTONE, KNT. 


As by some tyrant's stern command, 
A wretch forsakes his native land, 
In foreign climes condemn'd to roam, 
An endless exile from his home; 
Pensive he treads the destin'd way, 
And dreads to go, nor dares to stay; 
Till on some neighb'ring mountain's brow 
He stops, and turns his eyes below; 
There, melting at the well-known view, 
Drops a last tear, and bids adieu: 
So I, thus doom'd from thee to part, 
Gay queen of Fancy and of Art, 
Reluctant move, with doubtful mind, 
Oft stop, and often look behind. 


Companion of my tender age, 
Serenely gay, and sweetly sage, 
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How blithsome were we wont to rove, 
By verdant hill, or shady grove, 


Where fervent bees, with humming voice, 


Around the honey'd oak rejoice, 

And aged elms with awful bend 

In long cathedral walks extend ! 

Lull'd by the lapse of gliding floods, 
Cheer'd by the warbling of the woods, 
How blest my days, my thoughts how free, 
In sweet society with thee ! 

Then all was joyous, all was young, 

And years unheeded roll'd along; 

But now the pleasing dream is o'er, 

These scenes must charm me now no more: 


Lost to the field, and torn from you,— 


Farewell !—a long, a last adieu. 


Me, wrangling courts, and stubborn Law, 
To smoak, and crowds, and cities draw 
There selfish Faction rules the day, 

And Pride and Ay'rice throng the way 
Diseases taint the murky air, 

And midnight conflagrations glare; 
Loose Revelry and Riot bold 

In frighted streets their orgies hold; 

Or, when in silence all is drown'd, 

Fell Murder walks her lonely round : 
No room for Peace, no room for you, 
Adieu, celestial Nymph, adieu! 
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Shakspeare no more, thy sylvan son, 
Nor all the art of Addison, 


Pope's heav'n-strung lyre, nor Waller's ease, 


Nor Milton's mighty self must please: 
Instead of these, a formal band, 

In furs and coifs, around me stand; 
With sounds uncouth, and accents dry, 
That grate the soul of harmony, 

Each pedant sage unlocks his store 

Of mystic, dark, discordant lore; 

And points with tott'ring hand the ways 
That lead me to the thorny maze. 


There, in a winding, close retreat, 
Is Justice doom'd to fix her seat; 
There, fenc'd by bulwarks of the Law, 
She keeps the wond' ring world in awe; 
And there from vulgar sight retir'd, 
Like eastern queens, is more admir'd. 


O let me pierce the secret shade 
Where dwells the venerable maid ! 
There humbly mark, with rev'rent awe, 
The guardian of Britannia's Law, 
Unfold with joy her sacred page; 

(Th' united boast of many an age, 
Where mix'd, yet uniform, appears 
The wisdom of a thousand years) 

In that pure spring the bottom view, 
Clear, deep, and regularly true, 
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And other doctrines thence imbibe 
Than lurk within the sordid scribe; 
Observe how parts with parts unite 
In one harmonious rule of right; 
See countless wheels distinctly tend 
By various laws to one great end; 
While mighty Alfred's piercing soul 
Pervades, and regulates the whole. 


Then welcome business, welcome strife, 
Welcome the cares, the thorns of life, 
The visage wan, the pore- blind sight, 
The toil by day, the lamp at night, 

The tedious forms, the solemn prate, 
The pert dispute, the dull debate, 
The drowsy bench, the babbling Hall, 
For thee, fair Justice, welcome all! 


Thus though my noon of liſe be past, 
Vet let my setting sun at last 
Find out the still, the rural cell, 
Where sage retirement loves to dwell! 
There let me taste the home: felt bliss 
Of innocence and inward peace; 
Untainted by the guilty bribe; 
Uncurs'd amid the harpy tribe; 
No orphan's cry to wound my ear; 
My honour and my conscience clear; 
Thus may I calmly meet my end, 
Thus to the grave in peace descend. 
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ODE IX. 


WRITTEN A FEW DAYS BEFORE 
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THE LONG COLLEGE VACATION, 


IN THE YEAR, M D CCLXI1I, 
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BY C. T. HARTIS. 
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Couk, thou laughter-loving pow'r, 
Goddess of the festive hour, 
Blue-eyed Mirth, and bring along 
Gamesome Sport, and jocund Song; 
Wit, with native Humour warm, 
Conversation's lively charm, 

And yet more, to ope the soul, 
Bring, O bring, the jovial bowl ; 
Let us lift the gladsome shout, 

Let us wake the midnight rout, 
Briskly let us all advance, 

In the sprightly-woven dance; 
Every deed, on every side, 

Let the soul of rapture guide: 

Care begone! and Grief adieu! 
What have ye with Joy to do? 

And thou too, that lov'st to dwell 
Musing in the pensive cell, 
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Heav'nly queen of piercing eye, 

Farewell, sweet Philosophy 

What if thou, with hermit-look, 

From retirement's farthest nook, 

Mark'st the world, in bustling show, 

Struggling o'er the waves of woe, 

By the wind of black Despair 

Dash'd away from care to care, 

Whilst thou, calm on safety's shore, 

Dost but hear the tempest roar; 

What if thou the flow'ry pride 

Of the meadow's velvet side, 

To the proudly-arching bower, 

And the glitt'ring court of power, 

Can'st prefer ; we envy not, 

Holy seer, thy simple lot. 

Sisters twin are Youth and Pleasure, 

Meant t* enjoy the sweets of leisure, 

Made for every blithsome sport, 

Purpose mild, and gay resort. 

Age was form'd for meditation, 

Not the toys of recreation, 

With the smiles of wisdom fraught, 

And the glow of solemn thought; 

Such is Age, Philosophy, 

Such the mind that suits with thee. 
But now joys of different kind 

Wing the wish, and fire the mind; 

Tumbling rills that warbling flow, 

Yellow meads with gold that glow, 
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Wandering walks, and rural ease, 
Such alone have power to please; 


Or perchance the lucid scene, 


Where the rays of beauty's mien, 
Kindling every fond desire, 

Set the soul of Love on fire; 

Or the loudly echoing horn, 

As it cheers the slumb' ring morn, 
Waking nature, haply may 

Lure us to the chace away. 


Farewell then, thou willow'd stream, 
Glittering bright with wisdom's beam, 
Silver Cam! whose bow'rs among 
Inspiration leads her throng, 

Clio breathes celestial fire, 

Music hangs her dulcet lyre, 

Yet farewell To brighter joys 

Pleasure lifts our wandering eyes, 

With her own resistless smile 

She shall smooth each care awhile 

Ves, she, fair queen, shall all the mind possess, 
With gladness fire it, and with rapture bless. 
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ODE X. 


ON 
THE BANISHMENT OF CICERO. 


FIRST PRINTED WHEN ATTERBURY, BISHOP OF ROCHESTER, 
WAS BANISHED, IN 1724. 


a 


BY THE DUKE OF WHARTON. 


As o'er the swelling ocean's tide 
An exile Tully rode, 
The bulwark of the Roman state, 
In act, in thought, a god; 
The sacred genius of majestic Rome 
Descends, and thus laments her patriot's doom: 


Farewell! renown'd in arts, farewell! 
Thus conquer'd by thy foe, 
Of honours, and of friends depriv*d, 
In exile must thou go: 
Yet go content; thy look, thy will sedate, 
Thy soul superior to the shocks of fate. 


Thy wisdom was thy only guilt, 
Thy virtue thy offence, | 

With god-like zeal thou did'st espouse 
Thy country's just defence; 
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Nor sordid hopes could charm thy steady soul, 
Nor fears, nor guilty numbers could controul. 


What tho' the noblest patriots stood 
Firm to thy sacred cause, 
What tho' thou could'st display the force ] 
Of rhet*ric and of laws; | I . 
No eloquence, no reason could repel b 
I. Th” united strength of Clodius and of hell. 


Thy mighty ruin to effect 
What plots have been devis'd! 
What arts! what perjuries been us'd ! 
| What laws and rites despis'd ! 
Wt How many fools and knaves by bribes allur'd, 
| And witnesses by hopes and threats secur'd | 


| | And yet they act their dark deceit, 

| ; Veil'd with a nice disguise; 

And from a specious shew of right, 

[ . 

| From treachery and lies, 

|. With arbitary power, the people awe, 
And coin unjust oppression into law. 


j 
{ 
! Let Clodius now in grandeur reign, 
ii Let him exert his pow'r, 
A short liv'd monster in the land, 
The monarch of an hour; 
| Let pageant fools adore their wooden god, 
WM And act against their senses at his nod. 
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Pierc'd by an untimely hand, 
To earth shall he descend, 
Tho? now with gaudy honours cloath'd, 
Inglorious in his end. 
Blest be the man who does his pow'r defy, 
And dares, or truly speak, or bravely die. 


Val. XVII. G 


a 4 gx n 
—_— r D N * n . I ann 2 4 
2 7 — 1 e i” 7 E IN — wal > — * 1 - 
1 os. . e 2 5 4 $ 8 * e. N = * 1 : 3 "Oy. 3. = 
* an. * * _ * — 2 1 PF Ra , rn N er 40M e eee een e . 8 
oy . — 7 — N . . . 2 2 2 — 4 +48 VO DIR 3 LA 
6 3 * 8 is a 
. \ "4 * FRY +. . 3 * 947 IE FIR RE 0 
— 


— WS 
* «7 q — . 
— See 


np er 
- 


r: 


* 7 wa. : — 3 * - 1 . — * — * 
ES" Foe 1 N : g 2 
ö *. n . g * SS 
ELLA een. OE”, — = — > — ord 


— a N 8 


N ** 
SZ ++ * N. 
— ante rotor 
— A _—_ —_— 


* r 4 N 
= — ENG ... Swan LY en eee <1, 
— ————— e , Acre x 
— — . — —_— 


222 - 
Oe AS rs 
rer 
prong 
* 
—— — 


r 24 
& RATA. >. = 
— dds 
CEPT ** 

_ — nk 


r 
S [WE Hp 
* Leg Wt I 
— * 


2 


. — — ns . 
- 2 — — — 
EE " 
erg es IT 
a . — r * K z 
- 3 5 — - 
oa IG 


rand LOL >. 
hs Iu 


n. 
— 


r 


$6. gp 
—— a — 
—— — —— — 


— 


— 
— — 


” 
_ 


— ̃— = 


> 


L 


© 
- 


ODE XI. 


ON 
THE MAR9QUIS OF GRANBY's 


LOSING HIS HAT, AND CHARGING THE FRENCH 
LINES BARE-HEADED. 


—_— 
— 


Wurzx's now Othello's hair-breadth *scapes, 
And all his fancied hardships of the field ? 
Avaunt ! ye mimic, bug-bear shapes 
Shadows must to substance yield. 
Granby hath more horrors seen, 
By greater perils been beset ; 
Death and Granby thrice have met, 
And not an hair between, 
The Frenchmen star'd, as well they might, 
Threw down their arms, and took to flight: 
His naked poll more terror bore, 
Than Caesar armour'd o'er and o'er. 
« Parbleu !” says one, 
« But I'll begone, 
« This 1s the devil of a Don ! 
c Tis father Time! I know his pate; 
« And that's his scythe as sure as fate. 
Granby, who loves a little fun, 
And knew the cause which made them run, 
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Thus the timorous foe bespoke, 
(By way of keeping up the joke:) 


« But, gentlemen—hollo ! I say— 
« Take nothing but yourselves away; 
« Ye carry now the jest too far; 
« Are these your tricks and spoils of war? 
« To leave a man in open air, 
« Waiting on you, gans hat or hair ? 
„Why, what a plague ! what breeding's that ? 
«© You, fellow there—return my hat. 
«Tis true I am not very old; 
« But, what of that ?—I may take cold.” 


“Not so, my so0n”* Fame, smiling, said, 
And clapt the laurel on his head: 
*« Beyond the reach of human eye, 
„Thy warlike beaver waves on high; 
«© Mars saw it fall, and bad it rise 
« An hat immortal to the skies.“ 
The hero to the Goddess bow'd, 
And saw her vanish thro' a cloud; 
Then turn'd about his horse's head, 
And pick'd his way thro' heaps of dead; 
Within his tent retir'd to rest, 
And slept with honor in his breast. 
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MISS F 


APPEARING AT A MASQUERADE IN THE HABIT 
{ls OF A JUDGE. 
BY VISCOUNT PALMERSTON. 


CUPID JEALOUS. 


A Nymph of ev'ry charm possest, 
To animate the coldest breast 
With love's auspicious flame, 
Of late her mimic art display'd, 
And from a lovely, tender maid, 
A rev'rend judge became. 
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The spreading wig, the solemn hat, 

Where venerable dulness sat, 
Deceiv'd our wond'ring eyes ; 

Her pleasing shape, her easy mien, 

Her graceful airs, no more were seen, 
In that uncouth disguise. 
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From that soft tongue was heard no more 
The music, which it us'd to pour, 
The music of the mind; 


Ode XII. | ODEs, 85 
Nor could those eyes their beams dispense, 
Which shine replete with manly sense, 

And female softness join'd. 


Vet say, dear girl, what magic art, 
Tho? thus disguis'd, from ev'ry heart 
A secret homage drew ? 
Why round thee press'd the gay, the young, 
Forsook the dance, and left the song, 
Thy rev'rend form to view? 


In vain, tho” every art was try'd, 

In vain, alas! you strove to hide 
What could not be conceal'd! 

Malicious Cupid spoil'd the jest, 

And darting swift thro' every breast, 
The whole deceit reveal'd. 
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And is it thus, ungrateful maid, 
The god, in jealous anger, said, 
My empire you disown ? 
And could'st thou with love's foes combine, 
And bid those eyes no longer shine, 
Which best support my throne ? 
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Then give me back each winning grace, 

With which I deck'd that lovely face, 
And arm'd each sparkling eye; 

In whose bright orbs, at my command, 

The little loves, a num'rous band, 

In secret ambush lie. 
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My favourite's triumphs to insure, 

I gave whate'er might best secure, 
Or most extend her sway ; 

And can that heart so soon forget 

What gratitude, for such a debt, 
Should prompt thee to repay ? 


No: let thy gentle bosom prove 
Obedient to the voice of love, 

And quit this strange disguise ; 
Nor let the am'rous youths in vain 
Lament that thou no more wilt deign 

To bless their longing eyes. 


The nymph, with smiles consenting, heard, 
And in her own bright form appear'd, 
To sooth the anxious boy: 
Grace led her easy steps along, 
And with her came in mystic throng, 
Wit, beauty, love, and joy. 


Thus breaking from the vernal clouds, 
Where oft his radiant beains he shrouds, 
The sun appears more bright; 
With fresher crimson paints the rose, 
And o'er the face of nature throws 
A more refulgent light. 
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ODE XIII. 


ON 


MISS HA RRIET HANBURY, 


AT SIX YEARS OLD, 


BY SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS. 


War should I thus employ my time, 
To paint those cheeks of rosy hue ? 
Why shou'd I search my brains for rhyme, 
To sing those eyes of glossy blue? 


The pow'r as yet is all in vain; 

Thy num'rous charms, and various graces: 
They only serve to banish pain, 

And light up joy in parent's faces. 


But soon those eyes their strength shall feel; 
Those charms their pow'rful sway shall find: 
Youth shall in crowds before you kneel, 
And own your empire o'er mankind. 


Then, when on Beauty's throne you sit, 

And thousands court your wish'd- for arms, 
My Muse shall stretch her utmost wit, 
To sing the vict'ries of your charms ;— 
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Charms that in time shall ne' er be lost, 

At least while verse like mine endures; 
And future Hanburys shall boast, 

Of verse like mine, of charms like yours. 


A little vain we both may be, 

Since scarce another house can shew, 
A poet that can sing like me, 

A beauty that can charm like you. 
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ODE XIV. 


BY 
E. DRAX, ESQ. 


ON 


HIS DAUGHTER's BIRTH- DAY. 


Tas twenty - second day of May 
Is little Fanny's natal day; 
Pretty warblers of the wood, 
Quit awhile your callow brood, 
Gaily prune each gaudy wing, 
Each a merry carol bring, 

To commemorate the morn, 
When my little maid was born ! 


Come, Aurora! bring thy hours, 


All array'd in May-morn flowers; 
Ev'ry hour shall wear a smile, 
Little troubles to beguile; 

Airy phantoms, lightly tread 

O' er the cowslip's glittering head, 
O' er the cup of golden hue, 

Fill'd this morn with silver dew, 
By kind Nature fill'd for you; 
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Let each little fairy lip, 
| Of the pearly dew-drop sip, 
, Nature pours out all her wealth, 
Drink to her's and Fanny's health; 
She, I'm sure, will not refuse, 
Gratefully those gifts to use. 


O Innocence! protect her Youth, 
Lead her down the paths of Truth, 
Culling sweets from every flower, 
Truth has twin'd round Virtue's bower, 
There to dwell with sweet Content, 
Virtue's constant resident. 


Sweets too redolent will cloy ; 
Prudence mildly tempers joy; 
Thorns may grow, tho* sweets are near, 
| Pity oft will have a tear; 
WW Tears will start, howe'er confin'd, 
From a feeling gen'rous mind. 
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Idleness for ever meets = 
Bitter, in its cup of sweets! L 
Let her not recline her head, 

Long on Pleasurc's rosy bed: 
Pleasure does itself destroy, 
Be improvement then her toy, 
Doing right her greatest joy. 
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opEs. 
« Every month to them is May, 
“And a birth-day every day.“ 


Tell her © to the good and wise, 
Every place is paradise; 


Mindful of her parent's nod, 
And her duty to her God; 
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ODE XV. 
— .. xx x uz mm x uu a ee aCCnnCmneonOrnmeeneth 
ON 
BREAKING A CHINA QUART MUG. 


BELONGING 


TO THE SOCIETY OF LINCOLN COLLEGE, 


OXFORD. 
— —— 


BY AN UNDER-GRADUATE. 


AMPHORA NON MERUIT TAM PRETIOSA MORI. 


Wurener'es the cruel hand of Death 
Untimely stops a fav'rite's breath, 

Muses in plaintive numbers tell 

How lov'd he liv'd—how mourn'd he fell: 
Catullus *wail'd his sparrow's fate, 
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And Gray immortaliz'd his cat. 

„ Thrice tuneful Bards! could I but chime so clever, 
k [ My Quart, my honest Quart, should live for ever. 
| | How weak is all a mortal's pow'r, 

* 


T' avert the death- devoted hour 

| Nor can a shape, or beauty save, 
From the sure conquest of the grave. 
In vain the butler's choicest care, 

The master's wish, the bursar's pray'r ! 
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For when life's lengthen'd to its longest span, 
China itself must fall, as well as Man. 


Can I forget how oft my Quart 

Has sooth'd my care, and warm'd my heart 

When barley lent its balmy aid, 

And all its liquid charms display'd ! 

When orange and the nut-brown toast 

Swam mantling round the spicey coast! 
The pleasing depth I view'd with sparkling eyes, 
Nor envied Jove the nectar of the skies. 


The side-board, on that fatal day, 

When you in glitt'ring ruins lay, 

Mourn'd at thy loss —in guggling tone, 

Decanters poured forth their moan 

A dimness hung on ev'ry glass 

Joe wonder'd what the matter was 
Corks self-contracted free'd the frantic beer, 
And sympathizing tankards dropp'd a tear. 


Where are the flow'ry wreaths that bound 

In rosy rings thy chaplets round ? 

The azure stars, whose glitt'ring rays 

Promis'd a happier length of days? 

The trees that on thy border grew, 

And blossom'd with eternal blue? 
Trees, stars, and flow'rs, are scatter*d on the floor, 
And all thy brittle beauties are no more, 
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Hadst thou been form'd of coarser earth, 

Had Nottingham but giv*n thee birth, 

Or had thy variegated side 

Of Staffords' sable hue been dy'd, 

Thy stately fabric had been sound, 

Tho? tables tumbled on the ground.— 
The finest mould the soonest will decay; 
Hear this, ye Fair! for you yourselves are clay, 
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ODE XVI. 


INVITATION TO THE FEATHERED RACE. 


AN 


— —— 
WRITTEN AT CLAVERTON, NEAR BATH, 
MDCCLXIII. 


BY THE REV. MR. GRAVES. 


— — 


Acain the balmy Zephyr blows, 

Fresh verdure decks the grove, 
Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 
And tunes his notes to love, 


Ye gentle warblers, hither fly, 
And shun the noon-tide heat; 
My shrubs a cooling shade supply, 

My groves a safe retreat. 


Here freely hop from spray to spray, 
Or weave the mossy nest; 

Here rove, and sing, the live-long day, 
At night here sweetly rest. 


Amid this cool translucent rill, 
That trickles down the glade, 

Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 
And revel in the shade. 
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No school-boy rude, to mischief prone, 
E'er shews his ruddy face, 

Or twangs his bow, or hurls a stone, 
In this sequestered place. 


Hither the vocal Thrush repairs, 
Secure the linnet sings, 

The Goldfinch dreads no slimy snares, 
To clog her painted wings. 


Sad Philomel! ah, quit thy haunt, 
Von distant woods among; 

And round my friendly grotto chaunt 
Thy sweetly-plaintive song. 


Let not the harmless Red-breast fear, 
Domestic bird, to come, 


And seek a sure asylum here, 


With one that loves his home. 


My trees for you, ye artless tribe, 


Shall store of fruit preserve; 


O let me thus your friendship bribe ! 


Come feed without reserve! 


For you these cherries I protect, 
To you these plumbs belong; 


Sweet is the fruit that you have peck'd, 


But sweeter far your song. 


. * * 
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Let then this league betwixt us made, 
Our mutual interests guard, 

Mine be the gift of fruit and shade, 
Vour songs be my reward. 


—— — 
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T0 


A RED-BREAST. 


BY DR. LANGHORNE, 


LIrTILE bird, with bosom red, 
Welcome to my humble shed; 
Courtly domes of high degree 
- Have no room for thee and me : 
Pride and pleasure's fickle throng 
Nothing heed an idle song. 


Daily near my table steal, 
While I pick my scanty meal; 
Doubt not, little though there be, 
But I'll cast a crumb to thee ; 
Well rewarded, if I spy 
Pleasure in thy glaring eye ; 
See thee, when thou'st eat thy fill, 
Plume thy breast and wipe thy bill. 


Come, my feather*d friend, again 
Well thou know'st the broken pane; 
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Ask of me thy daily store, 
Go not to Avaro's door : 
Once within his iron hall 
Woeful end shall thee befall. 


Savage! he would soon divest 
Of its ruddy plumes thy breast; 
Then with solitary joy, 

Eat thee, bones and all, my boy! 
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ODE XVIII. 


To 
A ROBIN. 


WRITTEN AT THE CLOSE OF AUTUMNs 


— 


BY MR. J. GILES. 


— 


O Come, thou melancholy Muse, 
With solemn dirge assist my strain, 
While shades descend, and weeping deus 
In sorrows wrap the rural plain. 


Her mantle grave cool Evening spreads, 
The Sun cuts short his joy ful race; 

The jocund hills, the laughing meads, 
Put on a sickening, dying face. 


Stern Winter brings his gloomy train, 
Each pleasing landscape fades from view; 
In solemn state he shuts the scene, 
To flow'ry fields we bid adieu! 


Quite stript of every beauty, see 
How soon fair Nature's honours fade! 
The flow'rs are fled, each spreading tree 
No more affords a grateful shade. 
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Their naked branches now, behold, 
Bleak winds pierce thro* with murmuring sound; 
Chill'd by the northern breezes cold, | 
| Their leafy honours strew the ground. 


So man, who treads life's active stage, 
Like leaf or blossom, fades away; 

In tender youth, or riper age, 
Drops thus into his native clay! 


Alas! and can we chuse but moan, 
To see all Nature's charms expire! 
Fair blooming Spring, gay Summer gone, 
And Autumn hastening to retire! 


But see the tender Redbreast comes, 
Forsaking now the leafless grove, 

Hops o'er my threshold, pecks my crumbs, 
And courts my hospitable love; 


Then soothes me with his plaintive tale, 
As Sol withdraws his friendly ray; 

Cheering, as evening shades prevail, 
The soft remains of closing day. 


O welcome to my homely board ! 
There unmolested shalt thou stand; 

Were it with choicest dainties stor'd: 
For thee I'd ope a liberal hand, 
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Since thou of all the warbling throng, 
Who now in silence far retire, 

Remain'st to sooth me with a song, 
And many a pleasing thought inspire. 


—— 
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ODE XIX. 


TO 


THE NIGHTINGALE. 
CODES 


BY DR. JOSEPH W ARTON. 


— 


O Thou that to the moon: light vale 
Warblest oft thy plaintive tale, 

What time the village-murmurs cease, 
And the still eye is hush'd to peace, 
When now no busy sound is heard, 
Contemplation's favourite bird ! 


Chauntress of night, whose amorous song 
First heard the tufted groves among, 
Warns wanton MaBBa to begin 

Her revels on the circled green, 
Whene'er by Meditation led 

I nightly seek some distant mead, 


A short repose of cares to find, 

And sooth my love-distracted mind; 
O fail not then, sweet Philomel, 

Thy sadly warbled woes to tell; 

In sympathetic numbers join 

Thy pangs of luckless love with mine! 
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ODES. 


Ode ALX, 


So may no swain's rude hand infest 
'Thy tender young, and rob thy nest ; 
Nor ruthless fowler's guileful snare 
Lure thee to leave the fields of air, 
No more to visit vale or shade, 

Some barbarous virgin's captive made. 


ODE XX. 


TO 
A SINGING BIRD. 


_— — 


BT MR. RICHARDSON, 
OF QUEEN'S COLLEGE, OXFORD. 


— — — — — — 


O Thou that glad'st my lonesome hours, 

With many a wildly warbled song, 

When Melancholy round me low'rs, 
And drives her sullen storms along; 
When fell Adversity prepares | 

To lead her delegated train, 

Pale Sickness, Want, Remorse, and Pain, 

With all her host of carking cares— 

The fiends ordain'd to tame the human soul, 
And give the humbled heart to sympathy's controul 


Sweet soother of my mis'ry, say, 
Why dost thou clap thy joyous wing ? 
Why dost thou pour that artless lay ? 
How canst thou, little prisoner, sing ? 
Hast thou not cause to grieve 
That man, unpitying man! has rent 
From thee the boon which Nature meant 
Thou should'st, as well as he, receive 
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The pow'r to woo thy partner in the grove, 
To build, where instin&t points, where chance directs, 


to rove ? | 
Perchance, unconscious of thy fate, 
And to the woes of bondage blind, 
Thou never long'st to join thy mate, 
Nor wishest to be unconfin'd ; 
Then how relentless he, 
And fit for every foul offence, 
Who could bereave such innocence 
Of life's best blessing, Liberty! 
Who lur'd thee, guileful, to his treacherous snare, 
To live a tuneful slave, and dissipate his care ! 


But why for thee this fond complaint ? 
Above thy master thou art blest : 
Art thou not free? - Ves: calm Content, 
With olive sceptre sways thy breast: 
Then deign with me to live; 
The falcon with insatiate maw, 
With hooked bill and griping claw, 
Shall ne'er thy destiny contrive; 
And every tabby foe shall mew in vain, 
While pensively demure she hears thy melting strain. 


Nor shall the fiend, fell Famine, dare 
Thy wiry tenement assail; 

These, these shall be my constant care, 
The limpid fount, and temperate meal; 
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And when the blooming Spring | | 5 
In chequer'd liv'ry robes the fields, 1 
The fairest flow'rets Nature yields | 
To thee officious will I bring ; 
A garland rich thy dwelling shall entwine, 
And Flora's freshest gifts, thrice happy bird, be thine ! 
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From drear oblivion's gloomy cave 
The powerful Muse shall wrest thy name, 
And bid thee live beyond the grave 
This meed she knows thy merits claim; 
She knows thy liberal heart 
Is ever ready to dispense 
The tide of bland Benevolence, 
And Melody's soft aid impart; 
Is ready still to prompt the magic lay, 
Which hushes all our griefs, and charms 
away. 


our pains 


Erewhile when, brooding o'er my soul, 
Frown'd the black daemons of Despair, 
Did not thy voice that pow'r controul, 
And oft suppress the rising tear ? 
If Fortune should be kind, 
If e' er with affluence I'm blest, 
I'll often seek some friend distrest, 
And when the weeping wretch I find, 
Then, tuneful moralist, I'll copy thee, 
And solace all his woes with social sympathy. 
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ODE XXI. 


ON 


THE DEATH OF MATZEL, 


A FAVOURITE BULL-FINCH. 


——— 


Addressed to 
MR. STANHOPE, 


TO WHOM THE AUTHOR HAD GIVEN. THE REVERSION OF ITC 
; * 


WHEN HE LEFT DRESDEN. 


BY SIR CHARLES HA NBURY WILLIAMS. 


T xx not, my Stanhope, *tis in vain, 

To stop your tears, to hide your pain, 
Or check your honest rage ; 

Give sorrow and revenge their scope, 

My present joy, your future hope, 
Lies murder'd in his cage. 


Matzel's no more! ye graces, loves, 

Ye linnets, nightingales, and doves, 
Attend th* untimely bier ; 

Let ev'ry sorrow be exprest, 

Beat with your wings each mournful breast, 
And drop the nat”ral tear, 


For thee, my bird, the sacred Nine, 
Who lov'd thy tuneful notes, shall join 
In thy funereal verse: 
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My painful task shall be to write 
Th” eternal dirge which they indite, 
And hang it on thy hearse. 


In height of song, in beauty's pride, 
By fell Grimalkin's claws he died— 
But vengeance shall have way: 

On pains and tortures I'll refine z 
Yet, Matzel, that one of death thine 
His nine will ill repay, 


In vain I lov'd, in vain I mourn 
My bird, who, never to return, 

Is fled to happier shades; 
Where Lesbia shall for him prepare 


The place most charming and most fair 


Of all th* Elysian glades, 


There shall thy notes in cypress grove 


Sooth wretched ghosts that died for love; 


There shall thy plaintive strain 
Lull impious Phaedra's endless grief, 
To Procris yield some short relief, 

And soften Dido's pain. 


Till Proserpine by chance shall hear 

Thy notes, and make thee all her care, 
And love thee with my love; 

While each attendant's soul shall praise 

The matchless Matzel's tuneful lays, 
And all his songs approve. 
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ODE XXII. 


TO 


LORD EDGECUMBE.'s PIG. 


Y = Muses, quit your sacred stream, 
And aid me like the bard of yore, 
Hight Milton, for like his, my theme 
In verse was never sung before. 
Indeed the tale is often told in prose ; 
Since all the world the mighty wonder knows! 


Theme of sublimity ! my boar, 

All hail! thou beast of high renown, 
As famous as the horse of yore, 

That won his lucky Lord a crown ; 


Fam'd as Miss Lesbia's bird, in verse so soft 
Recorded, or the rabbits of Moll Toft 


Hail, Pig! at Tunbridge born and bred, 
Who singlest out his Lordship there, 
Event that round the region spread, 
And made the gaping million stare; 
And strange it was to see, upon my word, 


A pig forever trotting with my Lord 
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The gentry marvell'd at the sight; 

The public walks, the rooms, they rung: 
Twas Lord and Pig, from morn to night, 
And Pig and Lordship, all day long. 

Soon did the wond'rous tale to London wing, 
The nobles heard it, and they told the King. 


Good Lord !* says one, what can this mean? 
And rais'd the whites of both his eyes, 
© It bodes some dire portent I ween ? 
I can't tell, sure,* a second cries. 
Thus did the world indulge conjecture vague, 
For earthquakes some contending, some a plague ! 


But such the meaner world, the crew 
Of dull uneducated brains ; 
But mark th' opinions of the few, 
Hear what the learned world maintains: 
Some deem'd the Lord St. Anthony incog. 
To earth re-travell'd with his fav'rite hog. 


Others, in Oriental lore 
Deep vers'd, that heard the peerless tale, 
Declar'd with judgment sage, the boar 
Did secrets to my Lord reveal; 
Like the fam'd Dove the Mussulmans revere, 
Which, billing, whisper'd in the Prophet's ear. 
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While some as sagely as the rest, 
Who firm believ'd in transmigrations, 
Pronounc'd this friendly grunting beast 
One of his Lordship's near relations, 
Doom'd by the Fates for certain deeds divine, 
To animate the body of a swine! 


Hail, Pighog ! by whose potent aid, 
My Lord his health had, and employ ! 
My Lady too was brought-to-bed, 
Heav'n bless it! of a chopping boy: 
Event that Fame so sounded with her horn, 
As scar'd the very infants yet unborn ! 


Thrice happy hog! with Mrs. Joan, 

| Who, in a chariot, cheek by jole, 
a | Did'st, Jehu-like, from Tunbridge Town 
| To Mount's enchanting mansions roll; 
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Where to thy levee, thousands did repair, 
With nine fat Aldermen and Mr. Mayor. 


The Mayor and Aldermen polite, 
Swore that without or fee or purchase, 
If so his Lordship thoft it right, 
They'd choose thee, gentle swine, for burgess, 
Thank ye, replied his Lordship; but, odsnigs! 
Tho' asses sit, tis never granted pigs.“ 
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Thrice happy hog ! who lov'st to snore, 
Reclining on my Lady's lap, 
Who gives thy hist'ry o'er and o'er, | 
While pigsnye gruntling takes his nap. 
Delightful tale, that strikes all stories dumb, 
From Gog, the mighty giant, to Tom Thumb. 
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ODE XXIII. 


ADDRESSED 


TO THREE LADIES, 
ON THE | 
DEATH OF A FAVOURITE PARROQUET. 


BY THE REV. THOMAS PENROSE. 


Der from your hallow'd silent shades 
Attend, attend, ye tuneful Maids; 
Ye Muses, haste along! 
Inspire the tender moving lay, 
For surely such a mournful day 
Demands a serious song. | 


See, where with pity's force opprest, 
(While rising sorrows heave each breast) 
Three gentle sisters weep ! 
See, how they point with streaming eyes, 
Where Parroqueta slumb'ring lies, 
Her last, eternal sleep 


In vain the pride of Beauty's bloom, 
The vivid dye, the varied plume 
O'er her fair form were spread. 
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In vain the scarlet's blushing ray, 
Bright as the orient beam of day, 
Adorn'd her lovely head. 


Love, beauty, youth, perfection—all 
Together undistinguish'd fall 

Before th' opposing Fates; 
The lisping tongue, the silver hairs, 
One common ruin overbears, 

One common lot awaits. 


Then calm, dear Maids, your woes to peace, 
With unavailing sorrow cease 
Your favourite to deplore : 
For know, the time will surely come 
When you (tho' now in beauty's bloom) 
When You shall charm no more. 


Learn then your moments to employ 


In virtuous love, in Hymen's joy, 


Ere yet those moments fly : 
For Fate has doom'd this lot severe, 


The brightest Belle, the loveliest Fair, 


Like Parroquetes, must die. 
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THE NIGHTINGALE 


COMING IN THE SPRING, 


To invite CHLOE from the tumults of the Town to the innocent retreat 
of the Country, 


BY A PERSON OF QUALITY. 


WRITTEN M DCC LXXX. 


LirTLE Songster, who dost bring 
Joy and music to the Spring, 
Welcome to our grateful swains, 
And the nymphs that grace the plains ! 
How the Youths thy absence mourn! 
What their joy at thy return! 
For their mirth and sports are done 
All the year that thou art gone ; 
But at thy approach their joys 
Take new date from thy dear voice. 
Every shepherd chooses then 
Some fair nymph for Valentine, 
While the maid with equal love, 
Does the happy choice approve: 
Underneath some shade he sits, 
Where soft silence Love begets; 
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And in artless sighs he bears 
Untaught passion to her ears. 

No deceit is in his tongue, 

Nor she fears, nor suffers wrong; 
But each other's faith believe, 
And each hour their loves revive. 


Often have I wish'd to be, 
Happy Damon, blest as thee ; 
Not that I for Sylvia pine, 
Sylvia, who is only thine z 
But that Chloe cannot be 
Kind, as Sylvia 1s to thee. 

Thou, dear bird, whose voice may find 
Charms, perhaps, to make her kind, 
Bear a message to her breast, 

And make me happy as the rest. 

In the place where tumult dwells, 
Treasons lurk, ambition swells.— 
Pride erects her monstrous head, 
And Perj'ry swears the guiltless dead,— 
Pow'r oppresses, Envy pines, 

Friends betray, and Fraud designs,— 
Fears and Jealousy surprize 

Rest and slumber from our eyes,— 
And where Vice all ill contains, 

And in gloomy glory reigns ; 

Where the loyal, brave, and just, 
Are victims to fanatic lust,— 
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Where the noble Stafford's blood 

Calls from Heav'n revenge aloud ;— 

In this place there lives a maid, 
Bright as Nature ever made, - 

Fair beyond dull beauty's name 

Can express her lovely frame. 

In her charming eyes reside 

Love, Disdain, Desire, and Pride. 

Such, we know not which to call, 

But has the excellence of all. 

The first blushes of the day 

Or the new-blown rose in May, 

Or the rich Sidonian dye 

Wrought for Eternal majesty, 

Is not gayer than the red, 

Nature on her cheeks has spread. 

Her soft lips still feed new wishes 

Of a thousand fancy'd kisses, 
Gently swelling, plump, and round, 

With young Smiles and Graces crown'd; 

Her round breasts are whiter far 

Than the backs of ermines are, 

Or the wanton breast of Jove, 

When a swan for Leda's love. 

Eyes that charm whene'er they dart, 
And never miss the destin'd heart. 

Would'st thou have me tell thee more, 
And describe her beauties o'er, 

I perhaps might make a rape 

On my Idea's naked shape. 
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Therefore fly, you'll quickly see, 
By this picture, which is she. 

Tell her the loud winds are dumb, 
Winter's past, and Spring is come, 
The delightful Spring! that rains 
Sweets and plenty o'er the plains, 
And with shady garlands crown'd 
All the woods and groves around. 


If she see the winged quire 
Chuse this season to retire 
To the shelter of the grove, 
Tis by instinét (say) of Love.“ 


If she see the herds and flocks 
Wanton round the meads and rocks, 
Thus their wishing males to move, 
Tis the instinct (say) of Love.“ 


If she see the bull, among 
Crowds of females sleek and young, | 
Fight his rival of the drove, 

* *Tis by instinct (say) of Love. 


If she see the blooming vines, 
In their season, fold their twines 
Round the oak that near them grows, 
Say, tis Nature mix'd their boughs : 
Then, if instinct these do move, 
We by reason ought to love. 
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Tell the fair-one, every day 
Youth and beauty steal away, 
And within a little space 
Will destroy her charming face. 
Every grace and smile, that lies 
Languishing in lips and eyes, 
First he Il make his prey, and then 
Leave to death what does remain; 
Who old Time does only send 
To begin what he must end. 
If she ask what hour and place, 
Where and when, Time wounds the face; 
Say, it 1s not in the night, 
Nor when day renews her light, 
3M In the morning, or at noon, 

„ Or at evening when alone, 

Or when enter tain'd at home, 
3 | Or abroad this hour will come; 
But swift Time 1s always by, 
; 5 First to perfect, then destroy; 
And in vain you seek a cure, 
| Since his wounds are every hour. 
Lei Bid her view Aurelia's brow, 
Naked of her glories now; 
Yet she once could charm the throng, 
Conquering with her eyes and tongue. 
Now, only's left this weak relief, 
(To support her years and grief) 
When she could she us'd her prime, 
And enjoy d the fruits of time; 
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And where-ever she profest 

Love or hate, she kill'd or blest ; 
While the neighb'ring plains were fill'd 
With their names she lov'd and kill'd. 


Oh, when youth and beauty's past, 
That poor pleasure that does last 
Is to think they were admir'd, 
And by every youth desir'd, 
While the dotage of each swain 
She return'd with scorn again. 


Oh, then let my Chloe know, 
When her youth is faded so, 
And a race of nymphs appears, 
Gay and sprightly in their years, 
Proud and wanton in their loves, 
While the shepherds of the groves 
Strive with presents who shall share 
Most the favours of the fair; 
And herself she does behold 
Like Aurelia, now grown old, 
Sighing to herself she II say, N 
I was once ador'd, as they ! 
Yet with pleasure think, that she 
Lov'd, and was belov'd by me. 


Therefore bid her haste and prove, 
While she may, the joys of Love. 
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I will lead her to a soil 

Where perpetual Summers smile, 
Without Autumn, which bereaves 
Fairest cedars of their leaves; 
Where she shall behold the meads 
Ever green, the groves with shades; 
Lasting flow'rs the banks shall wear, 
And birds shall warble all the year. 


| Where the rustic swain does owe 
Nothing to the spade and plough ; 


For their harvest, Nature's care, 
Without toil relieves them there, 
And no differing seasons bring 


Changes to the constant Spring. 


In the morn she shall awake 

With the noise the shepherds make, 
Chearing, with the echoing sounds 
Of their horns, the eager hounds. 
Nymphs, as well as shepherds too, 

In these groves the chace pursue ; 
While at their backs their flowing hair 
Loosely wantons in the air; 

Gilded quivers on their thighs, 

With darts less fatal than their eyes. 
Each the other's sloth does blame, 
While they seek the hart for game ; 
Who, poor fool, his feet employs, 
And through woods and dales he flies, 
Over plains and rivers bounds, 

And ont-flies the winds and hounds. 
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When perhaps some nymph, whose eyes 
Makes both men and beasts her prize, 
Swifter than Camilla's pace 

Soon o' er- takes the winged race, 

And with one bright glance she wounds, 
And his fancy'd hope confounds; 

Who, reflecting his faint eyes 

On her face, with pleasure dies. 


When the sports are done, they rest 
Underneath some shade, and feast . 
On sweet beds of violets, crown'd 
With sweet roses, on the ground. 
Where they garlands weave and posies 
Of green myrtle, pinks, and roses; 

For which grace the ravish'd swains 
Pay soft kisses for their pains. 
Thus they dally till the light 

Falls behind the scene of night. 
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ODE XXV. 


THE BIRD OF PASSAGE. 


MDCCXLIX. 


BY DR. JOHN HOADLY. 


Grown sick of crowds and noise, 
To peaceful rural joys 
Good Belmont from the town retires ; 

Miss Harriet seeks the shade, 
And looks the country maid, 
And artfully his taste admires. 


Their sympathizing themes 
Of lawns, and shades, and streams, 
Were all they sung, and all they said. 
The music sweet he finds 
Of well according minds, 
And loves the perfect rural maid. 


His honest pure desires, 
Not fed by vicious fires, 

Suggest to speak his flame betimes; 
But, scarce his passion known, 
This Passage-Bird is flown 

To warmer air, and brighter climes. 
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From shades to crowded rooms, 
From flow'rs to dead perfumes— 
The geason calls she must away. 
»Tis then alone she lives, 
When she, in riot, gives 
To routs the night, to sleep the day. 


He follows her enrag'd, 
And finds her deep engag' d 
At crafty Crib and brazen Brag ; 
He hears her betting high, 
He sees her slur the die 
He takes his boots, and mounts his nag. 
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ODE XXVI. 


THE BULLFINCH IN TOWN. 


B LADY LUXBOROUCGH. 


Haxx to the blackbird's pleasing note, 
Sweet usher of the vocal throng ! 

. Nature directs his warbling throat, 

208 And all that hear admire the song. 


Yon bullfinch, with unvary'd tone, 
Of cadence harsh, and accent shrill, 
Has brighter plumage to atone 
For want of harmony and skill. 


138 Yet, discontent with nature's boon, 

[ |; Like man, to mimic art he flies: 

| On opera-pinions hoping soon 
Unrivall'd he shall mount the skies. 
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And while, to please some courtly fair, 
He one dull tune with labour learns, 

A well: gilt cage, remote from air, 
And faded plumes, is all he earns ! 
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Go, hapless captive ! still repeat 
The sounds which nature never taught; 
Go, list'ning fair! and call them sweet, 
Because you know them dearly bought. 


Unenvy'd both! go hear and sing 
Your study'd music o'er and o'er ; 
Whilst I attend th' inviting spring, 
In fields where birds unfetter'd soar. 
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THE SPARROWS AT MENWINYON 
IN CORNWALL. 


TP BY THE REV. J. WHALEY, M. A. 


1 9 * * 4 — 


Bizps, in joy all birds excelling, 
Happy slaves to endless Love, 

6 Happier here than if your dwelling 

3 | Were the sacred Cyprian grove! 

"i What though those celestial sparrows 

1 Boast their food from Venus' hands, 

And their feathers wing the arrows, 

| With which Cupid all commands ; 

1 = Tell them, Beauty's all opinion, 

| And ye much mistaken are, 


| I | If the sisters at Menwinyon 
I . Outgo not the Graces far. 
. q Tell the charms ye daily gaze on, 


HY | As ye hop the woods among ; 
a Such no mortal e'er set eyes on, 
Such Catullus never sung. 
Were his mistress* sparrow living, 
And these sisters to him shown, 
| He, poor bird, would die with grieving, 
1606 Seeing Lesbia so out-done. 
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Pierc'd by an untimely hand, 1 
To earth shall he descend, | | 
Tho' now with gaudy honours cloath'd, 
Inglorious in his end. 
| Blest be the man who does his pow'r defy, 
And dares, or truly speak, or bravely die. 
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ON 


THE MARQUIS OF GRANBY's 


LOSING HIS HAT, AND CHARGING THE FRENCH 


LINES BARE-HEADED, 


W atxe's now Othello's hair-breadth *scapes, 
And all his fancied hardships of the field ? 


Avaunt l ye mimic, bug-bear shapes! 
Shadows must to substance yield. 
Granby hath more horrors seen, 
By greater perils been beset ; 

Death and Granby thrice have met, 
And not an hair between. | 
The Frenchmen star'd, as well they might, 
Threw down their arms, and took to flight: 

His naked poll more terror bore, 
Than Caesar armour'd o'er and o'er. 
« Parbleu]' says one, 
« But I'll begone, 
4 This is the devil of a Don! 
c *Tis father Time! I know his pate; 
« And that's his scythe as sure as fate.” 
Granby, who loves a little fun, 
And knew the cause which made them run, 
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Thus the timorous foe bespoke, 
(By way of keeping up the joke:) 


« But, gentlemen—hollo! I say — 
« Take nothing but yourselves away; 
« Ye carry now the jest too far; 
« Are these your tricks and spoils of war? 
« To leave a man in open air, 
« Waiting on you, gans hat or hair? 


«© Why, what a plague ! what breeding's that ? 


c You, fellow there—return my hat. 
«*Tis true I am not very old; 
„But, what of that ?—I may take cold.” 


Not so, my son'' Fame, smiling, said, 
And clapt the laurel on his head: 
« Beyond the reach of human eye, 
„Thy warlike beaver waves on high; 
« Mars saw it fall, and bad it rise 
“An hat immortal to the skies.“ 
The hero to the Goddess bow'd, 
And saw her vanish thro” a cloud; 
Then turn'd about his horse's head, 
And pick'd his way thro' heaps of dead; 
Within his tent retir'd to rest, 
And slept with honor in his breast. 
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ODE Xi... 


ON 


MISS F. 


APPEARING AT A MASQUERADE IN THE HABIT 
OF A JUDGE. 


BY VISCOUNT PALMERSTON. 


CUPID JEALOUS. 


A Nymph of ev'ry charm possest, 

To animate the coldest breast 
With love's auspicious flame, 

Of late her mimic art display'd, 

And from a lovely, tender maid, 
A rev'rend judge became. 


The spreading wig, the solemn hat, 

Where venerable dulness sat, 
Deceiv'd our wond'ring eyes; 

Her pleasing shape, her easy mien, 

Her graceful airs, no more were seen, 
In that uncouth disguise. 


From that soft tongue was heard no more 
The music, which it us'd to pour, 
The music of the mind; 
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Nor could those eyes their beams dispense, 
Which shine replete with manly sense, 
And female softness join' d. | 


Yet say, dear girl, what magic art, 
Tho? thus disguis'd, from ev'ry heart 
A secret homage drew? 
Why round thee press'd the gay, the young, 
Forsook the dance, and left the song, 
Thy rev'rend form to view? 


In vain, tho' every art was try'd, 

In vain, alas! you strove to hide 
What could not be conceal'd ! 

Malicious Cupid spoil'd the jest, 

And darting swift thro' every breast, 
The whole deceit reveal'd. 


And is it thus, ungrateful maid, 
The god, in jealous anger, said, 
My empire you disown ? 
And could'st thou with love's foes combine, 
And bid those eyes no longer shine, 
Which best support my throne? 


Then give me back each winning grace, 

With which I deck'd that lovely face, 
And arm'd each sparkling eye; 

In whose bright orbs, at my command, 

The little loves, a num'rous band, 

In secret ambush lie. 
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My favourite's triumphs to insure, 

I gave whate'er might best secure, 
Or most extend her sway ; 

And can that heart so soon forget 

What gratitude, for such a debt, 
Should prompt thee to repay ? 


No: let thy gentle bosom prove 
Obedient to the voice of love, 

And quit this strange disguise ; 
Nor let the am'rous youths in vain 
Lament that thou no more wilt deign 

To bless their longing eyes. 


The nymph, with smiles consenting, heard, 

And in her own bright form appear'd, 
To sooth the anxious boy: 

Grace led her easy steps along, 

And with her came in mystic throng, 
Wit, beauty, love, and joy. 

Thus breaking from the vernal clouds, 

Where oft his radiant beams he shrouds, 
The sun appears more bright; 

With fresher crimson paints the rose, 

And o'er the face of nature throws 
A more refulgent light. ; 


ODE XIII. 


ON 


MISS HA RRIET HA NBURY, 


AT SIX YEARS OLD. 


* 


BY SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS. 


War should I thus employ my time, 
To paint those cheeks of rosy hue ? 
Why $hou'd I search my brains for rhyme, 
To sing those eyes of glossy blue? 


The pow'r as yet is all in vain; 

Thy num'rous charms, and various graces : 
They only serve to banish pain, 

And light up joy in parent's faces. 


But soon those eyes their strength shall feel; 


Those charms their pow'rful sway shall find: 


Youth shall in crowds before you kneel, 
And own your empire o'er mankind. 


Then, when on Beauty's throne you sit, 

And thousands court your wish'd-for arms, 
ny Muse shall stretch her utmost wit, 

To sing the vict'ries of your charms; 
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Charms that in time shall ne'er be lost, 

At least while verse like mine endures; 
And future Hanburys shall boast, 

Of verse like mine, of charms like yours. 


A little vain we both may be, 

Since scarce another house can shew, 
A poet that can sing like me, 

A beauty that can charm like you. 


ODE XIV. 


—— ee ee eee ee Een nemeemeoneren 


BY 
E. DRAX, ES9. 


ON 


HIS DAUGHTER's BIRTH-DAY. 


Tus twenty- second day of May 
Is little Fanny's natal day; 
Pretty warblers of the wood, 
Quit awhile your callow brood, 
Gaily prune each gaudy wing, 
Each a merry carol bring, 

To commemorate the morn, 
When my little maid was born ! 


Come, Aurora! bring thy hours, 
All array'd in May-morn flowers; 
Ev'ry hour shall wear a smile, 
Little troubles to beguile; 

Airy phantoms, lightly tread 
O' er the cowslip's glittering head, 
O' er the cup of golden hue, 

Fill'd this morn with silver dew, 
By kind Nature fill'd for you; 
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Let each little fairy lip, 

Of the pearly dew-drop sip, 
Nature pours out all her wealth, 
Drink to her's and Fanny's health; 
She, I'm sure, will not refuse, 
Gratefully those gifts to use. 


O Innocence! protect her Vouth, 
Lead her down the paths of Truth, 
Culling sweets from every flower, 
Truth has twin'd round Virtue's bower, 
There to dwell with sweet Content, 
Virtue's constant resident. 


Sweets too redolent will cloy ; 
Prudence mildly tempers joy; 
Thorns may grow, tho' sweets are near, 
Pity oft will have a tear; 
Tears will start, howe'er confin'd, 


From a feeling gen'rous mind. 


Idleness for ever meets 
Bitter, in its cup of sweets! 
Let her not recline her head, 
Long on Pleasure's rosy bed: 
Pleasure does itself destroy, 
Be improvement then her toy, 
Doing right her greatest joy. 
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Mindful of her parent's nod, 
And her duty to her God; 
Tell her“ to the good and wise, 
ce Every place is paradise; 
« Every month to them is May, 
« And a birth-day every day.” 


** 
— 


e eee 


1 ==> 
8 . ws — 
F ² en 
dk e 
— * — 27 - — 


2 
1 
p 
: 1% 
: 
: 
* * 

7 . 
74 1 
1:9 

in 

8 

i 

HE: 

. * 
4 

l 4M: 
» 6 
59 
1 

* 

i 

Fo 

\ 


* 
. * by 
_ 22 — . q 
7 o Sn 9 net” 2 . 
C 
PW, Fo OG ems S - WI, 
-- — my * — _— LY 


. 
Art tie 


rr 8 2 


tw N x 
OE ng ne 
EL - or gn eos uy — 8 = _—_ 
Canoga "I Woe Beet 


— — 
— ———— 


— 


- * 
r e 


* 5 
2 
8 


. 


I . De : 
. Ie PID one 


* 


— 


* 


N e > 


- ae 


rs tC 


— Am; 
"02h" PF 


OY 


. . . A — 
=> 8 ———— Tap 4 
* TIAL 2 7 — S 
« 3 — 


. 
17 
1 

| 

; 

5 
. 


ODE XV. 


— SE COON 


ON 
BREAKING A CHINA QUART MUG, 


BELONGING 


TO THE SOCIETY OF LINCOLN COLLEGE, 
OXFORD. 


BY AN UNDER-GRADUATE. 


AMPHORA NON MERUIT TAM PRETIOSA MORI. 


Whuenr'es the cruel hand of Death 
Untimely stops a fav'rite's breath, 

Muses 1n plaintive numbers tell | 
How lov'd he liv'd—how mourn'd he fell: 
Catullus *wail'd his sparrow's fate, 

And Gray immortaliz'd his cat. 


Thrice tuneful Bards ! could I but chime so clever, 
My Quart, my honest Quart, should live for ever. 


How weak is all a mortal's pow'r, 

T' avert the death- devoted hour! 

Nor can a shape, or beauty save, 
From the sure conquest of the grave. 
In vain the butler's choicest care, 

The master's wish, the bursar's pray'r! 
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For when life's lengthen'd to its longest span, 
China itself must fall, as well as Man. 


Can I forget how oft my Quart 

Has sooth'd my care, and warm'd my heart? 

When barley lent its balmy aid, 

And all its liquid charms display'd ! 

When orange and the nut-brown toast 

Swam mantling round the spicey coast! 
The pleasing depth I view'd with sparkling eyes, 
Nor envied Jove the nectar of the skies. 


The side-board, on that fatal day, 

When you in glitt'ring ruins lay, 

Mourn'd at thy loss—in guggling tone, 

Decanters poured forth their moan— 

A dimness hung on ev'ry glass— 

Joe wonder'd what the matter was 
Corks self-contracted free'd the frantic beer, 
And sympathizing tankards dropp'd a tear. 


Where are the flow'ry wreaths that bound 

In rosy rings thy chaplets round ? 

The azure stars, whose glitt*ring rays 

Promis'd a happier length of days ? 

The trees that on thy border grew, 

And blossom'd with eternal blue ? 
Trees, stars, and flow'rs, are scatter*d on the floor, 
And all thy brittle beauties are no more, 
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Hadst thou been form'd of coarser earth, 
Had Nottingham but giv'n thee birth, 
Or had thy variegated side 

Of Staffords' sable hue been dy'd, 

Thy stately fabric had been sound, 
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ODE XVI. 
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XN 
INVITATION TO THE FEATHERED RACE. 


WRITTEN AT CLAVERTON, NEAR BATH, 
MDCCLXIII. . 


BY THE REV. MR. GRAVES. 


| 


Acai the balmy Zephyr blows, 
Fresh verdure decks the grove, 

Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 
And tunes his notes to love. 


Ye gentle warblers, hither fly, 
And shun the noon-tide heat; 
My shrubs a cooling shade supply, 

My groves a safe retreat. 


Here freely hop from spray to spray, 
Or weave the mossy nest; 

Here rove, and sing, the live-long day, 
At night here sweetly rest. 


Amid this cool translucent rill, 
That trickles down the glade, 


Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 
And revel in the shade. 
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Ode XVI. 


No school-boy rude, to mischief prone, 
E'er shews his ruddy face, 

Or twangs his bow, or hurls a stone, 
In this sequestered place. 


Hither the vocal Thrush re pairs, 


Secure the linnet sings, 
The Goldfinch dreads no slimy snares, 
To clog her painted wings. 


Sad Philomel! ah, quit thy haunt, 
Von distant woods among; 
And round my friendly grotto chaunt 


Thy sweetly-plaintive song. 


Let not the harmless Red- breast fear, 
Domestic bird, to come, 

And seek a sure asylum here, 
With one that loves his home. 


My trees for you, ye artless tribe, 
Shall store of fruit preserve; 

O let me thus your friendship bribe ! 
Come feed without reserve! 


For you these cherries I protect, 
To you these plumbs belong; 


Sweet is the fruit that you have peck'd, 


But sweeter far your song. 


ODE XXXV. 


ON THE FALLING 


OF 


THE AUTHOR's HAIRS. 


Few and easy in your stay, 

Never curl'd, and hardly gray; 
Hairs adieu! though falling all, 
Blameless, harmless, may you fail. 
Light and trifling though you be, 
More deserving poetry 

Than the dream of guilty pow'r, 
Than the miser's gather'd ore, 
Than the world's most serious things, 
Murd'ring victors, haughty kings, 
If your moral fall presage 

Death, the certain end of age, 

If a single hint you give 

Well to die, and soon to live. 
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ODE XXXVI. 


10 


MISS LAURENCE, 


IN THE PUMP-ROOM, BATH. 1753. 


N ad of this healthful stream, 

Fair LAURENTIA, if I deem 

Rightly of thy office here, 

If the theme may please thine ear, 

Listen gracious to my lays, 

While the springs of HEALTH I praise: 

Nor will less thy glory shine, 

If their praise I blend with thine. 

For of their renown of old 

Stories many Fame hath told : 

Ancient bards their names have sung 

Heroes, kings, and gods among, 

And with various titles grac'd, | 

While their fountain-head they trac'd ; 
Whether Bladud, king of yore, 

Skill'd in philosophic lore, 

Mingling various kinds of earth, 

- Metallic, gave the waters birth, 

KinG's-BaTH nam'd, beneath thy feet 

Boiling ay with min'ral heat; 

Or, whether from his car on high 

Phcebus saw with amorous eye 
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The fountain-nymph, with hunud train, 
Light of foot, trip o'er the plain; 
Straight the god, inflam'd with love, 
Swift descending from above, 

All in fervors bright array'd 

Press'd her bosom; and the maid 
Gladly to his warm embrace 

Vielded: whence the happy place, 
Where the nymph he woo'd and won, 
Was call'd the WATERS OF THE SUN. 
FAME that title widely spread; 

Yet, ere Roman legions fled 

The wrath of sturdy British knights, 
Pallas claim'd religious rights ; 

British PALLADOUR then rose, 

From the goddess nam'd, who chose 
Near the favourite streams to dwell, 
Guardian of the sacred well. 
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But long since HYGEla fair 
Under her peculiar care 
Receiv'd the springs: for well she knows 
Each salubrious rill that flows 
Forth from subterranean vaults, 
Stor'd by NAT uRE's hand with salts, 
Steel, or sulphur: for her use 
NATURE opens every sluice, 
Which HyYGE1a gives in charge 
To several nymphs ; herself at large 
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Roams o'er hill, and dale, and plain, 
Lacky'd by a duteous train; 

Oreads, Naiads, Dryads pay 

Service glad: some smooth her way, 
Or mists disperse, or brush the trees; 
Others waft the morning breeze 

Or bathe her limbs in fountain neat, 
Aiding, all, her influence sweet. 

SHE with smiling eye surveys 

Rustic labours, and conveys 
STRENGTH to the active thresher's arm, 
To village maidens BEauTY's charm. 


Happy are the sons of earth 
Whom the goddess at their birth 
Shin'd on. Yet, her heavenly ray 
Numbers, not respecting, stray 
From her presence, and pursue 
LUXURY's paths, whose sordid crew, 
LusT inordinate, and SLOTH, 
And GLUTTONY's unwieldy growth, 
Lead them on to SHAME and Pain, 
And MaLaDIEs, an endless train. 
Oft, with pangs distracting torn, 
They HYGEIaA's absence mourn; 
Bitter change! their languid eyes 
Feel not joy in sunny skies; 
Nor doth N1icarT, with slumber blest, 
Close them at the hour of rest. 
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And oft with sighs, and tears, and pray'r 
Half-suppress'd by sad despair, 

They the queen of health implore 

Her wish'd presence to restore. 


Nor unmindful of their woes 

Is the goddess: for she chose 

Thee, LAURENTIA, loveliest maid 
Among thy sister nymphs, who play'd 
On the banks of Avon! Thee, 
Bright-ey*d nymph, she chose to be 
Her substitute; and pow'r she gave 
Sov'reign o'er the healing wave 

Which thou rul'st with gentle sway. 
Thee the smoking tides obey 

Joyous; and at thy command 

Wash thy rosy-finger'd hand; 

Thence in crystal cups convey'd 

Vield their salutary aid 

To all, whom Thou with look benign 
Smil'st on round HYGEIA's shrine. 
All of appetite deprav'd, 

Those whom pale-eyed SPLEEN enslav'd, 
Cripples bent with gouty pain, 

Whom JAUNDICE ting'd with muddy stain, 
Or whose frame of nerves, with stroke 
Benumbing, tremulous PAaLsy broke; 
These the balmy, cordial stream 
Quaff, rejoicing; Thee, their theme 
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Of praise, extol ; thy tender care, 

Thy soft address, and courteous air: 
And while HaRkMony, the friend 

Of HEALTH, delights to- recommend 
Thy ministry, thy charms inspire 

Love, and joy, and gay desire: 

For the goddess, when she gave 

Rule imperial o'er the wave, 

T' adorn the gift, and grace thy state, 
On thee bade YouTH and BEAUTY Wait. 


Nor dost thou not taste delight 
Where thou sit'st in duteous plight: 
For the joy, thy hand bestows, 

Back to thee redounding flows, 
When the cheek of faded hue, 

Thou seest displaying roses new. 
'Thee suspended crutches please, 
Signal trophies from DISEASE 

Won to HEALTH victorious. Hail, 
Comfort, and support of frail 
Human state! Hail, blooming maid ! 
Nymph belov'd ! without thy aid, 
He, who, greeting thee, his lays 
Now attunes to notes of praise, 
Mute had been, oppress'd with pain 
Of spasm rheumatic. Hail, again, 
Priestess of HYGE1A's shrine 

Still dispense her gitt divine, 
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Still her vot'ries lead to health; 

Else, what profits Marlborough's wealth, 
Eliza's form, and Stanhope's wit, 

And all the eloquence of Pitt? 
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NOTES ON ODES 
OF THE 


SEVENTH axp EIGHTH CLASS. 


NOTES ON ODES OF THE SEVENTH CLASS. 


— — — 


ODE XXXIII. 


Page 1. OTHER fair princesses have slipped,] Bran- 
tome furnishes us with many examples of royal frailty. 

2. Famous for Shooting the long bow ;] Cydonio arcu 
—the Cretan or long bow, See St. Paul's Epistle to 
Titus, chap. 1 Nęrxeg & £4 I a. The Stuart 
race of princes were as famous as Teucer for the Cre- 
tan bow. | 


XXXV. 


Page g. To sow. Bootes of the North.] I-know there 

is a classical authority for this epithet, 
Siwe est arctophylax, ive est piger ille Bootes. 
| Ov. Fast. iii. 405. 

Vet I cannot help fancying the author wrote Sly in- 
stead of Slow Bootes: he is represented in his northern. 
Situation watching his charge with unremitting vigi- 
Jance; and I am apt to believe, that our Sly Boots is a 
contraction of Bootes. I have seen the same thought 
in a manuscript collection of verses composed by the 
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Professors of a famous University upon the Revolution 
in 1760. It was beautifully pursued in the verses of 
the Astronomy Professor, which struck me so that I 
Still retain them. * | 
Attendant upon Charles's wane, 
Bootes, commonly called Bute, 


The brightest star in all his train, 
Without all manner of dispute. 


Mayst thou for ever fixt remain, 
Cunning and watchful as the dragon; 
Lest Ursa Minor break his chain, 
And overturn the northern waggon. 


XXXVII. 


Page 12. See the Monopy, (page 40 of Vol. xvi.) 

13. Here GiBBY's and DUNDas's twang,] Sir Gil- 
bert Elliot, Judge Advocate of Scotland. 

ib. SAWNEY, bring up your corps of blacks, ] Alexan- 
der Wedderburne. 

14. ELLIS comes next—thou boar of boars, ] * 
Right Honourable Welbore Ellis. 

ib. Yet Innis, 1 agreed, ] Late member of II- 
chester. 

ib. THURLOwW approach, with ragged Dick. J 
Attorney General, and Richard Rigby, Paymaster 
General. 

ib. While STANLEY and the Surrey cock ] Colonel 
Onslow. _ 

ib. Then pause awhile my dear Sir GREY,] Sir Grey 
Cooper, Lord North's secretary. | 
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14. BOREAS, whose bloated blust' ring joæul,] Lord 
North. ; 


ODE XXXVIII. 


Page 17. While Fame reversd,)] The sagacious reader 
will easily discover, that the position of Fame alludes 
to Hudibras's description of that donble-mouthed 
goddess. 


ODE XXXIX. 


Page 18. It is probable that Mr. Cumberland's 
Character of Lord Saekwille, published soon after that 
nobleman's decease, occasioned this Ode to be ascribed 
to him; but however that might be, it is somewhat 
singular, Mr. Cumberland, when making so solemn an 
asseveration in respect to anonymous attacks, as the 
beginning of his character exhibits, should have for- 
gotten his own virulent and zameless Letter, addressed 
to BiSHOP WATSON. 


ODE XLIII. 


Page 35. To this Ode the following ADVERTISE- 
MENT was prefixed :;— 

«© THIS Ode was written at the time of its date, and a 
few manuscript copies of it then given to the author's 
friends, with permission to circulate them among their 
acquaintance. A mode of publication which he adopt- 
ed for the present, till an opportunity might offer itself 
of printing it in some future collection of his poems; 
in which he hoped (more out of respect to the subject 
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than to himself) that it might be preserved, as long as 
any thing he has written should merit preservation, 
But, since an inaccurate copy has lately stolen into a 
public newspaper, he has thought proper to print a 
more correct edition of it, in this separate form. For, 
while the enemies of Mr. Keppel seem to attack his 
cause with increasing virulence, it is surely right to 
continue the application of every honest antidote.“ 

Whether what occurred on the trial of Sir Hugh 
Palliser should have induced Mr. Mason to change his 
opinion, the public is left to determine. 

35. Whom to pale death the Spectre borèe: ] Alluding 
to the well-known allegory of “Sin and Death,” in 
the second book of Paradise Lost. 


XLIV. 


Page 39. No primrose shower from her green lap abe 
throws.) This expression is taken from Milton's song 
on May morning, to which this stanza in general al- 
ludes, and the 4th verse in the next. 

40. Hark, and approve! as did thy sire,] The poem 
of Caractacus was read in MS. by the late Earl of Chat- 
ham, who honoured it with an approbation which the 
author 1s here proud to record. 

ib. Rous'd into sounds of corn th' indignant String. 
See Ode to the naval officers of Great Britain, written 
1779. | 

ib. While they alone with envy gigb,] See the motto 
from Pindar, | 
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42. O knit the union firm, and bid an Empire live.] 
In allusion to a fine and well- en passage in Mil- 
ton's Lycidas. 


ODE XLV. 


Page 43. This Ode and the following are imitations 
of Callistratus and Alcaeus; but, being evidently writ- 
ten for a political purpose, are inserted amongst other 
compositions of the kind. We add also in this place 
a Latin Ode to Liberty, by the same animated author. 


JULII MELESIGONI 
AD LIBERTATEM 


CARMEN. 


VIRTUS renascens quem jubet ad sonos 
Spartanam avitos ducere tibiam ? 
Quis fortium coetus in auras 
Etherias juvenum ciebit, 


Quos, Marti amicos, aut hyacinthinis 
Flava in palæstra conspicuos comis, 
Aut alma Libertas in undis 
Egelidis agiles videbat, 


Plausitque visos ? Quis modulabitur 
Excelsa plectro carmina Lesbio, 
Quz dirus, Alcaeo sonante, 
Audit, et tremuit, Dynastes ? 


Quis myrtea ensem fronde reconditum 
Cantabit ? Illum civibus, Harmodi, 
Dilecte servatis, nec ullo 
Interiture die, tenebas : 


enen © 


SI Rabat. 


Vix se refrænat fulmineus chalybs, 
Mox igne coelesti emicat, exilit, 
Et cor reluctantis tyranni 
Perforat ictibus haud remissis; 
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O ter placentem Palladi victimam! 
Nec tu minorem, Roma, dabas Jovi, 
Ex ore cum Bruti sonaret 
Sanguine Cæsareo rubentis. 


Vox grata Divis, grataque Tullio. 
Ah! lacrymarum ne scatebræ fluant, 
Divina Libertas, tuarum, 
O pudor! O miseri Quirites !) 


Vafri tacebo carnificis dolos, 
Cui nomen Augusto esuriens dedit 
Vates, et infandas Neronum 
Nequitias odiosiorum : 


Nolo tyrannorum improbioribus 

Sanctum inquinari nominibus melos, 
Quos turpis aetas in Latinæ 

Dedecus exitiumque gentis 


Produxit. His te, diva, furentibus, 
Ad templa cœli et sidereas domos 
Vidit jugatis subvolantem 
Musa aquilis nitidoque curru. 


At Roma vasti molibus imperi 
Sublata, centum nubila brachiis 

Differt, Colosseoque Olympi 
Vertice verticibus minatur ; 


Sed, fervidi instar diluvii, ruens 
Septem relictis turba Trionibus 
Formidolosorum gigantum 
Hesperium populatur orbem ; 


Qui, plurimo conamine, plurimis 
Immane adorti monstrum ululatibus, 
Vix diro anhelantesque frenden- 

tesque trahunt strepitu ruinam. 


Gens, te remota, nulla diu potest 
Florere. Mox tu purpureas, dea, 
Sedes reliquisti priorum, 
Ausa novas habitare terras. 


NOTES, 159 


Tum vitibus Florentia vestiens 
Colles apricos, et nemora aureo 
Splendore pomorum coronans, 
Te coluit, coluitque Musas, 


Casura amata (vae miserae |) manu: 
At tu petebas pratula mollium 
Pisarum, olivetumque Lucae, 
Et scopulos tenuis Marini. 


Vix te vocabat, nec docilem sequi, 
Dux gloriosae gemmifer Adriae, 
Qui scandit, haud pauper maritus, 
Caeruleum Thetidos cubile. 


Post exulem te, nobilis insula, 
Tutis recepit Corsica rupibus, 
Qua, Marte non uno, subacta, 
Seve Ligur, nimium superbis. 


Nunc te nivosas, diva, libentius 
Quezro per Alpes, durus ubi gelu 
Helvetius frangit ligone, aut 

Remigiis agitat Lemanum: 


Quzro per urbes, dona maris, novas, 
Et fida sacris tecta ciconiis, 
Quæro paludosos per agros 
Et validae saliceta gentis, 


Quz fulmen Albani haud timuit ducis. 
Hinc pulsa migras? Quo, dea, quo fugis? 
Ah! grata dilectis Britannis, 
Nympha, tuas video latebras. 


Olim, hec reclusit Musa vetustior, 
Inter feracis litora Galliae, 
Interque divisum Albionis 
Nulla solum resonabat unda; 


At saepe ab Icci, non madido pede, 
Saxis, verendas ad Doroberniae 
Sedes, adornati ambulabant 
Glandifera Druides corona 
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Tunc æstuantes ad mare Suevicum 
Fluctus ruebant tramite dissito, 
Quo belluosis horret Orcas 
Montibus, et glaciata Thule. 


Sed mox resurgens Oceanus manum 
Effert minacem, et, dum croceum aethera 
Scindunt repercussis procellae 
Fulguribus, valido tridente 


Divellit agros dissociabiles: 
Tunc enatabas, pulchra Britannia, 
Sylvisque et arvis et sonoris 
Amnibus egregie triumphans. 


Gemmata multa tum Thetis insula 
Risit : sacratis Mona, parens mea, 
. Ornata quercetis refulsit, 

Et Zephyro recreata Vectis. 


Hæc facta nutu, diva potens, tuo; 
Nam lassa dulcis pomiferas Vagae 
Ripas, et undantis Sabrinae, 

Nobile perfugium, eligebas, 


Semota Gallis ; Galli etenim truces 
( Psychen ut antehac barbari amabilem) 
Te reppulerunt exulantem, 
Gens meritas luitura poenas. 


Tunc in recessu fertilis insulae 
Lecto, sacratum nominibus tuis 
Fanum smaragdis emicabat 
Consitum, et aethereis pyropis : 


Ventura jam tum fama Britanniae 
Mira arte miris picta coloribus 
Postesque et excelsum lacunar 
Et variam irradiabat aulam : 


Depictus ensem protulit et stylum 
Sidneyus heros, quem neque judicis 
Vultus, nec immitis tyranni 
Terruit ira diu reposta. 
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Effulsit ardenti et gladio et lyra 
Miltonus audens, cui nitidam nimis 
Te, nuda Libertas, videnti 
Nox oculos tenebrosa clausit: 


Nunc templo in ipso (qua radiet vetor 
Ora, profani, dicere) vatibus 
Insertus heroumque turmae, 
Verba canit recitanda Divis. 


O Nympha, moestam grata Britanniam 
Ni tu revisas, percita civium 
Non molle Nepenthes levabit 
Corda salutiferumve Moly. 


Altaribus te jam tredecim vocat, 
Te thure templisque urget America : 
Audis; Atlanteumque pennis 
Ire paras levibus per aequor. 


Ah! ne roseta et flumina deseras 
Dilecta nuper; nam piget heu! piget 
Martis nefasti, fratricidae ; 
Imperiique male arrogati : 


Jam, veris instar, praeniteas novo 
Placata vultu. Pax tibi sit comes, 
Quae blanda civilis duelli 
Sopiat ignivomos dracones. 


Cum transmarinis juncta sororibus 
Nectat choream laeta Britannia, 
Neu mitis absit, jam solutis 
Mercibus, haud violanda, Ierne. 


O quae paratur copia fulminis 
Centum reposti navibus, improbos 
Gallos et audaces Iberos, 
Civibus haud nocitura, frangat. 
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| i ODE I. 

5 Page 51. TRE celebrity of this Ode in its day, and 
lf the relation of the following Poem to it, have occa. 
sioned it to be inserted here as a note. It was written 
1 buy the writer of the Ode. 


ISABELLA; OR, THE MORNING. 


THE ARGUMENT. 
THE Duchess of Manchester is represented as rising from 


i 7 breakfast with her parrot, monkey, and lap-dog.------ 
if 9 Dicky Bateman comes in with a Staffordshire teapot, 
with which the Duchess is charmed: -a smile She i 
11 makes a fine speech upon the occasion, which is broken 

| off by General Charles Churchill's coming in.--- His 

L character.---His first speech.---The Duchess shews 


him the feapot. She tells him of fire-works to be sold 
at Margus's, which gives him an opportunity of telling 
a story of some he saw in Flanders. It appears from 
the very beginning of the story that it could have no 
end. It is broken off by the entrance of Charles Stan- 
hope.---A smile on his coming in.---His character as 
a companion.- He gives an account of a polypus. The 
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Duchess longs for a polypus, Both the Charles's fall 
fast asleep, on each side of the Duchess. Contrast be- 
tween Susanna and the two Elders.---The whole com- 
pany roused by Lord Lovell's coming into the room.--- 
His character.---He talks of the opera, of Chesterfield 
and Fanny *.---Lady Fanny's looks owing to love.------ 
The General begins the story of Miss How. The com- 
pany's dismay described at the General's beginning a 
story.--- The clock strikes three.--- The Duchess rings 
| to dress.--- The company rises.--- The departure of the 
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company described. 


5 In various talk the instructive hours they pant. M1LToN. 
THE monkey, lap-dog, parrot, and her Grace, 
Had each retir'd from breakfast to their place, 
When, hark, a knock ! See, Betty, see who's there.“ 
« Tis Mr. Bateman, Ma'am, in his new chair.” 
„ Dicky's new chair! the charming'st thing in town, 
Whose poles are lacker'd, and whose lining's brown!“ 

n But see, he enters with his shuffling gait; 

5 Lord,“ says her Grace, “ how could you be so late?“ 

4 * I'm sorry, Madam, I have made you wait,” 

: Bateman reply'd; © I only staid to bring 

” „The newest, charming'st, most delightful thing!“ 

N « Oh! tell me what's the curiosity! 

is « Oh! shew it me this instant, or I die!“ 

VS To please the noble dame, the courtly *squire 

Id Produc'd a teapot, made in Staffordshire : 
With eager eyes the longing Duchess stood, 

18 And o'er and o'er the shining bauble view'd. 

m Such were the joys touch'd young Atrides' breast, 

10 Such all the Grecian host at once exprest, 

. When from beneath his robe to all their view, 
Laertes' son the fam'd Palladium drew. 

we So Venus look'd, and with such longing eyes, 

ne When Paris first produc'd the golden prize. 
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Such work as this,” she cries, ©* can England do? 


It equals Dresden, and excells St. Cloud: 


All modern china now shall hide its head, 
And e'en Chantilly must give o'er the trade. 
For lace let Flanders bear away the bell; 

In finest linen let the Dutch excel ; 

For prettiest stuffs let Ireland now be nam'd, 
And for best fancy'd silks let France be fam'd; 
Do thou, thrice happy England! still prepare 


This clay, and build thy fame on earthen-ware.” 


Much she'd have said, but that again she heard 
The knocker---and the General appear'd. 


The Gen'ral! one of those brave old commanders, 
Who serv'd through all the glorious wars in Flanders; 


Frank and good-natur'd, of an honest heart, 


Loving to act the steady, friendly part: 

None led through youth a gayer life than he, 
Cheerful in converse, smart in repartee: 

Sweet was his night, and joyful was his day, 

He din'd with Walpole, and with Oldfield lay; 
But with old-age its vices came along ; 

And in narration he's extremely long ; 

Exact in circumstance, and nice in dates, 

He each minute particular relates. 

If you name one of Marlbro's ten campaigns, 
He tells you its whole history for your pains; 
And Blenheim's field becomes, by his reciting, 
As long in telling as it was in fighting; 

His old desire to please is still express'd ; 

His hat's well cock'd, his periwig's well drest ; 
He rolls his stockings still, white gloves he wears, 
And in the boxes with the beaux appears ; 

His eyes through wrinkled corners cast their rays; 
Still he looks chearful, still soft things he says, 
And still, rememb'ring that he once was young, 
He strains his crippled knees and struts along. 
The room he enter'd smiling ; which bespoke 
Some worn-out compliment, or thread-bare joke, 
(For not perceiving loss of parts, he yet 

Grasps at the shade of his departed wit.) 
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How does your Grace? I hope I see you well: 
What a prodigious deal of rain has fell! 

Will the sun never let us see his face? 

But who can ever want a sun that sees your Grace?“ 


% Your servant, Sir---but see what I have got! 
Isn't it a prodigious charming pot ? 
And a'n't you vastly glad we make them here, 
For Dicky got it out of Staffordshire. 
See, how the charming vine twines all about ! 
Lord! what a handle !---Jesus ! what a spout! 
And that old Pagog, and that charming child ! 
If Lady Townshend saw them sh'd be wild!“ 


To this the Gen'ral answer'd, Who would not? 
Lord! where could Mr. Bateman find this po“? 
Dear Dicky, could'n't you get one for me ? 

I want some useful china mightily ; 
Two jars, two beakers, and a pot pourrie.” 


«© Oh, Mr. Churchill, where d'ye think I've been? 
At Margus's, and there such fire-works seen; 
So very pretty, charming, odd, and new ; 
And, I assure you, they're right India too! 
I've bought them all, there's not one left in town ; 
And if you was too see them you would own 
You never saw such fire-works any where.” 
Oh, Madam, I must beg your pardon there,” 
The Gen'ral cry'd, “ for 'twas in the year ten--- 
No, let me recollect, it was not then; 
Twas then year eight, I think, for then we lay 
Encamp'd with all the army near Cambray--- 
Yes, yes, I'm sure I'm right by one event, 
We supp'd together in Cadogan's tent, 
Meredith, Lamley, and poor Geo. Grove, 
And merrily the bumpers round we drove : 
Marlbro's health we drauk confounded hard, 
For he'd just beat the French at Oudenarde ; 
And Lord Cadogan then had got by chance, 
The best champaign that ever came from France; 
And *'twas no wonder that it was so good, 
For some dragoons had seiz'd it on the road; 
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And they were told from those they took it from, 
It was design'd a present for Vendosme. 

So we”---But see! another Charles's face 

Cut short the Gen'ral, and relieves her Grace! 


So, when one crop-sick parson, in a dose, 
Is reading morning service through his nose, 
Another in the pulpit straight appears, 
Claiming the tir'd-out congregation's ears, 
And with a duller sermon ends their pray'rs. 
For this old Charles is full as dull as 'tother, 
Bavius to Mcevius was not more a brother: 
From two defects this talk no joy affords, 
From want of matter, and from want of words. 


© hope,“ says he, © your Grace is well to day, 


And caught no cold by venturing to the play.” 


* Oh, Sir, 'm mighty well---won't you sit down? 
Pray, Mr. Stanhope, what's the news in town ?” 


«© Madam, I know of none; but I'm just come 
From seeing a curiosity at home: 
»Twas sent to Martin Folkes, as being rare, 
And he and Desaguliers brought it there. 
It's call'd a polypus.”---** What's that ?'---© A creature, 
The wonderful'st of all the works of Nature : 
Hither it came from Holland, where *twas caught, 
(I should not say it came, for it was brought: ) 
To-morrow we're to have it at Crane- court; 
And 'tis a reptile of so strange a sort, 
That if 'tis cut in two, it is not dead; 
Its head shoots out a tail, its tail a head; 
Take out it's middle, and observe its ends, 


Here a head rises---there a tail descends ; 


Or cut off any part that you desire, 

That part extends, and makes itself entire. 
But what it feeds on, still remains a doubt, 
Or how it generates, is not found out; 

But at our board to-morrow 'twill appear, 
And then 'twill be consider'd, and made clear, 
For all the learned body will be there.” 
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«© Lord I must see it, or I am undone,” 
The Duchess cry'd; “ pray can't you get me one? 
I never heard of such a thing before, 
T long to cut it and make fifty more: 
I'd have 4 cage made up in taste for mine, 
And Dicky---you $hall give me a design.” 


But here the Gen'ral to a yawn gave way, 
And Stanhope had not one more word to say, 
So stretch'd on easy chairs in apathy they lay; 
And on each side the Goddess they ador'd, 
One Charles sat speechless, and the other snor'd. 
When chaste Susanna's all-subduing charms 
Made two old lovers languish for her arms, 
Soon as her eyes had thaw'd the frost of age, 
Their passions mounted into lustful rage; 
With brutal violence they attack'd their prey, 
And almost bore the wish'd-for prize away. 


Hail, happy Duchess! 'twixt two elders plac'd, 
Whose passions brutal lust has ne'er disgrac'd! 
No warm expressions make her blushes rise, 

No ravish'd kiss shoots lightning from your eyes: 
Let them but visit you, they ask no more, 
Guiltless they'll gaze, and innocent adore! 


But hark! a louder knock than all before, 


«© Lord!” says her Grace, © they'll thunder down my 


door!” 
Into the room see sweating Lovell break 
(The Duchess rises, and the Elders wake) 
Lovell,---the oddest character in town, 
A lover, statesman, connoisseur, buttoon ; 
Extract him well, this is his quintessence, 
Much folly, but more cunning, and some sense; 
To neither party is his heart inclin'd, - 
He steer'd through both with politics refin'd ; 
Voted with Walpole, and with Pulteney din'd. 


His Lordship makes a bow, and takes his seat, 
Then opens with preliminary chat : 
* I'm glad to see your Grace---the Gen'ral toa--- 
Old Charles, How is it? Dicky! how d'ye do:? 
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6% Madam, I hear that you was at the play, 

Mou did not say one word on't yesterday; 

« TI went, who'd no engagement any where, 

% To th' opera.“ -! Were there many people there?“ 
The Duchess cry'd. “ Yes, Madam, a great many,” 
Says Lovell---< there was Chesterfield and Fanny ; 

In that eternal whisper which begun 

Ten years ago, and never will be done: 

For tho? you know he sees her ev'ry day, 

Still he has ever something new to say. 


There's nothing upon earth so hard to me, 


As keeping up discourse eternally ; 

He never lets the conversation fall, 

And I'm sure Fanny can't keep up the ball: 

I saw that her replies were never long, 

And with her eyes she answer'd for her tongue. 
Poor I am forc'd to keep my distance now, 
She won't ev'n curt'sy, if I make a bow.” 


&© Why, things are strangely chang'd,” the Gen'ral cry'd. 
« Ay, Fortune de la guerre, my Lord reply'd ; 
«© But you and I, Charles, hardly find things so, 
As we both did some twenty years ago.” 
« And take off twenty years,” reply'd her Grace, 
«« Twould do no harm to Lady Fanny's face: 
My Lord, you never see her but at night, 
By th' advantageous help of candle-light, 
Drest out with ev'ry aid that is adorning : 
Oh, if your Lordship saw her in a morning ! 
It is no more than Fanny once so fair; 
No roses bloom, no lilies flourish there ; 
But hollow eyes, and pale and faded cheek, 
Repentance, love, and disappointment, speak.” 


The Gen'ral found a lucky minute now 
To $peak---* Ah, Ma'am, you did not know Miss How: 
I'll tell you all her history,“ he cry'd--- 
At this Charles Stanhope gap'd extremely wide, 
Poor Dicky sat on thorns, her Grace turn'd pale, 
And Lovell trembled at the impending tale. 
« Poor girl! faith she was once extremely fair, 
Till, worn by love, and tortur'd by despair, 
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Her pining cheek betray'd her inward smart, 
Her breaking looks foretold her breaking heart. 
At Leicester-house her passion first began, 

And Nanty Lowther was a pretty man; 

But when the Princess did to Kew remove, 

She could not bear the absence of her love; 
Away she flew.“- But here the clock struck three; 
So did some pitying deity decree: 

The Duchess rings to dress---and see, her maid 
With all the apparatus for her head! 

Th' adorning circle can no longer stay, 

Each rises, bows, and goes his different way. 

To ancient Boothby's ancient Churchill's flown; 
Home to his dinner Stanhope goes alone ; 
Dicky to fast with her, her Grace invites; 

And Lovell's coachman drives unbid to White's. 


ODE III. 


Page 57. The author of the © Conquered Duchess,“ 
having, by that Ode, excited the enmity of Mr. Hus- 
sey (now Lord Beaulieu), and being by that gentle- 
man threatened with chastisement, left London; 
which gave occasion to the satirical reflections in this 
Ode. 

58. What the Lieutenant WAS deny'd. ] Lord Lieu- 
tenant of Ireland, 


ODE VIII. 


Page 72. This accomplished lawyer was born in 
cheapside, 1oth July, 1723, and was the youngest son ' 
of Mr. Charles Blackstone, a silkman. At seven years 
of age he was sent to the Charter-house; and in 1735, 
admitted on the nomination of Sir Robert Walpole, 
On the zoth of November, 1738, he was entered a 
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commoner of Pembroke-College, Oxford; was matricu- 
lated next day; and, in the February following, elected 
to one of Lady Holford's exhibitions for Charter- house 
scholars. Determing to make choice of the law for 
his profession, he entered himself in the Middle Tem- 
ple the 2oth of November, 1741. In November, 1743, 
he was ele&ed into the society of All Soul's College. 
On the 12th of June 1745, he commenced Batchelor 
of the Civil Law; and on the 28th of November 1746, 
was called to the bar. He proceeded, 26th of April, 


17 50, Doctor of Civil Law; and having attended the 


courts at Westminster with little success, he in 1733 
determined to retire to an academical life. He accord- 
ingly, in Michaelmas Term that year, began to read 
lectures on the laws of England at Oxford. On the 
22d of October, 1758, he was unanimously elected Vi- 
nerian Professor of the Common Law at that univer- 
Sity. Ia the succeeding year he returned to the prac- 
tice of his profession in London; and in Michaelmas 
Term resumed his attendance at Westminster, where 
his merit was now both known and rewarded. On 
the 28th of July, 1761, he was appointed principal of 
New Inn Hall; and on the establishment of the Queen's 
family was named Solicitor General to her Majesty. 
In 1766 he resigned his posts in the university of Ox- 
ford; and on the gth of February, 1770, was nomi- 
nated a Judge in the Common Pleas; but, to accom- 
modate Sir Joseph Yates, consented to accept a seat in 
the Court of King's Bench, from whence he was soon 
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removed to the place of his original destination. From 
this period to the time of his death he devoted his at- 
tention to the service of the public, and the duties of 
domestic life. About Christmas, 1779, he was seized 
with a violent shortness of breath, from which he in 
some measure recovered; but the disorder returning 
with fresh vigour, it brought on a drowsiness and stu- 
por, which put an end to his life, on the 14th of Fe- 
bruary, 1780, in the 56th year of his age. 


Page 82. Where's now Otbello's hair breadth scapes, ] 
See Othello's speech to the senate. 
ib. And not an hair between.) He was born bald. 


ODE XXII. 


Page 110. The late Mr. Gostling and Mr. Nichols 
have both exercised their wits on the same favourite, 
who, it should be remembered, was not the first of his 
species that had the good fortune to attract the affec- 
tion of the great. It will scarcely be necessary to in- 
Stance the Sou, which that dainty monarch, James I. 
kept in the royal wardrobe, and whose attachment to 
which led him to distinguish the Duke of Buckingham 
by the endearing appellative of his Sow. 


CUPID SPEAKS, 


DEAD pigs have cunning, proverbs say ; 
And so sometimes the living may. 
Instead of rooting under ground, 

Above it better luck I've found, 
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Ambitious to attend the great, 

I on a noble Jord would wait ; 

And when he took his morning's ride, 
Gallop'd obsequious by his side. 

My awkward homage made him sport, 
And highly I'm rewarded for 't: 

He took me from the homely sty, 
And quite his fav'rite now am I; 

At meals, when by his side I stand, 
Fed by his own, or lady's hand, 
My grunted thanks are kindly taken; 
So I grow fat yet save my bacon. 
And as advancement is allow'd 

To make men insolent and proud, 
From boasting why should I refrain? 
Why mayn't an upstart pig be vain ? 
Know all men, I, by heralds care, 
My Lord's armorial honours share, 
And, mounted high above the rest, 
Crown all the trophies as his crest *. 


A Gentleman, from the neighbourhood of Mount Edge- 
cumbe, telling Mr. Nichols that Cupid died a mere 
brute, occasioned him to write this Epitaph.--- 


HERE in the dirt doth Cupid lie, 
Cupid, the pig; of swine the pride : 
Mov'd to a palace from a sty, 
He ate and drank, he liv'd and died. 
Let such as have no higher view 
Consider, for 'tis past a jest, 
How many a man (as wise as Cu) 
Lives like a lord, dies like a beast. 
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= Page 110. That won his lucky Lord a crown ; | Darius, 
1 » 
0 111. Like the fam d dove the Mussulmans revere, 
„ Which, billing, wwhisper"d in the Profhet's ear, 
"03 Mahomet. 
| J | * A Rog is his Lords lip's crest. 
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112. One of his Lordshif*s near relations,] Accord- 
ing to Peter Pindar, his Majesty is inclined to this opi- 
nion : for when the Queen, on her late visit to Mount 
Edgecumbe, having her attention attracted by the mo- 
nument of poor Cupid, asked what it was, his Majesty 
replied : © the family vault.” | 

ib. Thrice happy hog ! with Mrs. Joan,] My Lady's 
waiting woman. | 


ODE XXVI. 


Page 126. This Lady was the only daughter of Henry 
St. John, created Baron St. John of Battersea, and Vis- 
count St. John, July 2, 1716. She was half-s1ister to 
the celebrated Viscount Bolingbroke; andJune 20,1727, 
married Robert Knight, of Barrels, in Warwickshire, 
Esq. who, on August 8, 1746, was created Lord Lux- 
borough of Shannon in Ireland. This high spirited 
woman lived, for some time before her death, at Bar- 
rels, in a state of seperation from her husband, and 
there died in March 1756. A. volume of her letters to 
Mr. Shenstone was published in 1775. 


ODE XXX. 


Page 134. Anthony Whistler, Esq. was entered a 
commoner of Pembroke-Hall, Oxford, October 2, 1732, 
and died, in 1754, at his seat at Whitchurch, in Ox- 
fordshire. He was particularly intimate with Shen- 
Stone, and distinguished himself by the ebullitions of 
a sprightly fancy. 
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ODE XXXIII. 


Page 141. Thomas Edwards, esq. had a good pater- 
nal estate at Turrick in Bucks; and was the last of 
his family, as appears by his 5th Sonnet in Dodsley, 
where he pathetically laments the loss of four brothers, 
and as many sisters. He was an excellent scholar, 
having been thoroughly grounded in the Classics at 
Eton School, whence he was removed to King's Col- 
lege, Cambridge. He afterwards applied himself in 
Lincoln's Inn to the study of the law (his father and 
grandfather having been of the same profession). He 


spent the last 17 years of his life principally at Turrick; 


died on a visit at his friend Mr. Richardson's at Par- 
son's Green, the 3d of January 1757, aged 58; and 
was buried at Ellesborough, in Buckinghamshire. His 
nephews (sister's sons) were his heirs. He was equally 
distinguished for his genius and the goodness of his 
heart. His © Canons of Criticism*” did him great cre- 
dit, both as a critic and as a scholar, and of course 
provoked the vengeance of Dr. Warburton, which he 
wreaked very illiberally in a note on the -Dunciad (IV. 
567); of which Mr. Edwards was more susceptible 
than he need have been, deeming his gentility im- 
peached by the words © a Gentleman, as he is pleased 
to call himself, of Lincoln's Inn; but, in reality, a 
Gentleman only of the Dunciad,”” &c. Besides his 
Sonnets, and Cannons of Criticism, he was author of 
a pamphlet called Free and Candid Thoughts on the 
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Doctrine of Predestination.“ Odes were addressed to 
him by Dr. Akenside and Mrs. Chapone. 


ODE XXXVI. 


Page 146. This celebrated pump-girl married, with 
an unblemished reputation, Mr. Handcock, an inn- 
keeper, at the George and Pelican, Speenham Lands; 
and having been left a widow has lately relinquished 
business. On a window was lately inscribed 
To HANDCOCK : | 

So fair thy wife, co good thy wine, 
Not fairer I conjecture, 

Was Hebe, but the less divine, 
Nor yet 50 good her nectar. 

ib. Whether BLADVp, king of yore,] See Mr. Selden's 
notes on the third song of Drayton's POLYOLBION, 
where, in an ancient fragment of rhymes, are enume- 
rated all the ingredients which BLapup employed in 
making the baths. 

147. Was called the WATERS OF THE SUN. ] 

Aquz solis, Bath. Sol in hac urbe templum habuit, 
et nomen, quod exhibet Antonius, loco dedit. 
Antonini Iter XIV. published by Gale. 
ib. Britich PALLADOUR then rose,] Pallas etiam, 
teste Solino, fontibus hisce fuit præsul, suamque ha- 
buit ædem, ubi et perpetuos ignes. Ab ea, appella- 
batur Britannis, Caer PALLAaDOUR: Urbs aquæ Pal- 
ladiæ. Antonini Iter XIV. published by Gale. 
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147. But long since HYGEIA fair] The goddess of 
Health. 


149. On the banks of Avon! Thee, ] The river which 


runs by Bath. 


ib. Mash thy rosy-finger'd hand ;] The effects of the 
hot water. 


150. And while HARMONY, he friend] The music 
in the pump- room. 

ib. Thee guspended crutches please,] Over Bladud's 
image, in the King's bath, hang many crutches. 

151. EL1ZA's form and STANHOPE'S wit,] Lady 
Betty Spencer, and the Earl of Chesterfield. 


ib. And all the eloquence of Pitt !] Afterwards Earl 
of Chatham. 


YDIAINEIN MEN APIETON. TO AEYTEPON 
KAAON TENEZOAT TPITON AE ILAOYTEIN. 


LUCIAN, 


THE END. 


2 4 a — 7 No VP 8 N 4 — - a 7 Of" e NE AC as Eh . 


1 
i 
| 


